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Recommendatory Versesi 



On Reading Mr. W a t t s * s Poems, facred to 
Piety and Devotion. 

p EGARD the man who in feraphic lays. 

And flowing numbers, lings his Maker*s praife x 
He needs invoke no fabled Mufe^s art. 
The heavenly fong comes genuine from his heart, 
From that pure heart, which God lias deign'd t' infpLre 
With holy raptures, and a facred fire. . 
Thrice happy man ! whofe foul, and guiltlefs breaft^ 
Are well prepared to lodge th' Almighty guelt ! 
'Tis He that lends thy towering thoughts their wing, 
And tunes thy lyre, when thou attempt' ft to iing ; 
He to thy foul lets -in celeftial day, 
£v'n whilft iraprifQn''d in^his mortal clay. 
By death's grim afpe^bthc^ art notalarm'dy 
He, for thy fake> has^eath itfelf difarm'd } 
Nor fliall the grave o'er 4;hee a viftory hoaft i . 
Her triumph inthy rifing (hall be loft. 
When thou flialt join th' angelic choirs above, . 
la acver-ending fongs of praife and love. . 

EUSEBIA^ 



5 VeKSESTO Mr. WATT^. 

Of evcrlafting night and fiknce callM 
The ftiining worlds with one creating word, 
And raised from nothing all the heavenly hofts^ 
And with external glories filPd the Void, 
Harmonious Seraphs tun'd their golden harps. 
And with their chearful Hallelujahs blefs^d 
The bounteous author of their happine/s ; 
'From orb to orb tli' alternate mufi^»: rang, 
And from the cryftal arches of the iky 
Reached our then glorious world, the native feat 
Of the firft happy pair, who join'd their fongs 
T6 ihi iodd echo's of th' ingelic choirs. 
And fiird with blifsful hymns, terreftrial heaven. 
The paradife of God wheife all dfelights 
Abounded, jliid thfe Jibre ambrofial air, 
Fann'd by mild zephyrs,' breatHM eternal fweets. 
Forbidding death arid forrow, and beftow'd 
Frefh heavehly bloom, and gay immortal youth. 

Not fo, alas I the vile apoftate race. 
Who in mad joys their brutal hours ^mployM, 
AfTaultirfg with their inipibus blafphctnles 
The Power fuprefiie that gave them life and breath 5 
Incarnate fiends ! outrageous they defy'd 
'I'h' Eternal's thunder, and almighty wrath 
Fearlefs provbk'd, which all the other devils 
Would dread to meet 5 remembering well the day 
When, driven from pure immortal feats above, 
A fiery tempeft hurl'd them down the fkics. 
And hung upon the rear, urging theirfall 
To the dark, deep, unfathomable gtdpb^ 

Whci 



VERSES TO Mr. WATTS. f 

^Where bound on Ailphurous lakes to glowing rocks 
With adamantine chains, they wail their woes. 
And know Jehovah great as well as good j 
And fix'd for ever by eternal fate, 
With horror find his arm omnipotent. 

Prodigious madnefs ! that the facred Mufc, 
Firft taught in heaven to mount immortal heights. 
And trace the boundlefs glories of the iky. 
Should now to every idol bafcly bow. 
And curfe the deity Aie once ador\l, 
Erefting trophies to each fordid vice, 
And celebrating the infernal praii'e 
Of haughty Lucifer, tlie defper:ite foe 
Of God and man, and winning every liour 
New votaries to hell, wImIc all the fiends 
Hear thefe accurfed lays, and, thus outdone, 
•Raging they try to match the human race, 
Redoubling all their helliih blafphemies, 
And with loud curfes rend the gloomy vault. 

Ungrateful mortals ! di ! too late you '11 find 
•What 'tis to banter heaven, and laugh at hell ; 
To drefs-up vice in falfc delufive charms. 
And with gay colours paint her hideous- face, 
'Leading befotted fouls through fiowery paths. 
In gaudy dreams and>aiii fantaflic joys. 
To difmal fcenes 43f everlafting woe \ 
When the great Ju dge fliall rear his awful throne. 
And raging flames furround the trembling globe, 
While the loud thunders roar from pole to pole. 
And the laft trump awakes the deeping dead j 
And guilty ibuU to ghaftly bodies driven, 



t VERSES TO Mr.WATTS. 

Within thofe dire eternal prifons fhut, . 
Expe5l their fad inexorable doom. 
Say now, ye men of wit ! what turn of thought 
Will pleafe you then ! AIas> how dull and poor, 
Ev'n to yourfelves, will your lewd flights appear I 
How will you envy then the happy fate 
Of idiots ! and perhaps in vain you '11 wiffi, 
• You M been as very fools as once you thought' 
Others, for the fublimeft wifdom fcorn'd ; 
When pointed lightnings from the wrathful Judge ^ 
Shall finge your blighted laurels, and the men 
Who thought they flew fo high, Ihall fall fo low. 

No more, my Mufe, of that tremendous thought 
Refume thy more delightful theme, and fmg 
Th' immortal man>. that with immortal verfe 
Rivals the hymns of angels, and like them 
DcTpifes mortal criticks' idle rules : 
While the celtftial flame that waimt thy foul 
Iufplres us, and with holy tranfports moves 
Our labouring minds, and nobler fcenes prefent5> 
Than all the Pagan Poets ever fung. 
Homer, or Virgil ; and fai;* fweeter notes 
Than Horace ever- taught his founding lyre,. 
And purer far, though Martial's felf might feeni: 
A modeft Poet in our Chriftian days.. 
May thofe forgotten and neglefted li^ 
No more let men be fond of fabulous- Gods,. 
Nor Heathen wit debauch one Ghriftlan line, 
Whi4e with the coarfe and daubing paint we hide 
Thc.ihijiing beauties of eternal tr.uth,, 



YEK S E S T O Mr. WATTS. 9 

That in her native drefs appears moft bright-. 
And charms the eyes of angels. — OK ! like thee 
Let every, nobler genius tune his voice 
To fubjefts worthy of their towering thoughts. 
Let Heaven and Anna then your tuneful art 
Improve, and confecrate your deathlefs lays 
To him who reigns above, and her who rules below. 
April 17, 1706. 

JOSEPH STANDEN. 

To Mr. Watts, on his Divine Poems. 

CAY, human feraph, whence that charming force, 

That flame ! that foul ! . which animates each line } 
And how it runs with fuch a graceful eafe. 
Loaded with ponderous fenfe ! Say, did not He, 
The lovely Jefus, who commands thy breaft, 
Infpire thee with himfelf ? With Jefus dwells. 
Knit in myfterious .bands, . the Paraclete, 
The breath of God, the everlafting fource 
Of love : And what is love, in fouh likethine^. 
Sut air, and incenfe to the poet^s fire ? 
^ould.an expiring faint,^whofe fwimmingeyes 
Mingle the images ofthings about him. 
But heai* the leaft. exalted of thy ftrains. 
How greedily, he 'd.drinJc the mufic in. 
Thinking his heavenly convoy waited near !.' 
80 great a ftxefj: of powerful harmony,, 

Nature 
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-Nature unable longer to Aiftain, 
Would fink opprcfsM with joy to endlefs reft. 

Let none henceforth of Providence complain. 
As if the world of fpirits layunkrtown, 
■Fenc'd round with' black impenetrable night ; 
What though no fhining angel darts from thence 
With leave to publifh things concealM from fenfe. 
In language bright as theirs, we are here told, 
•When life its narrow round of years hath roll'd. 
What 'tis employs the blefs'd, what makes their blifs 
'Songs fuch as Watts's are, and love like his. 

But then, dear Sir, be cautious how you ufe. 
To tranfports Co intenfely rais'd your Mufe, 
Left, whilft th* ecftatic impulfe you obey. 
The foul leap out, and drop the duller clay. 

Sept. 4., 17OJ6. 

HENRY GROVl 



To Dr. Watts, on the fifth Edition t)f hi 
Hors LyricsB. 

Q Ovcreign of facred verfe j accept the lays 
*^ Of a young bard that dares attempt thy praift, 
A Mule, the meaneft of the vocal throng, 
New to the "bays, nor equal to the fong. 
FirM with the growing glories of thy fame. 
Joins all her powers to celebrate thy name. 

No vulgar themes thy pious Mufe engage. 
No fccnes of luft.poHute thy iacrcd. page. 

YtK 
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i m^^eftic Bumbers mount the (kieS| 
icet defctixiiiSg angeU t9 you rife, 

juft applaiifet charm the croudod grovMy 
Ldiiifon thy tuneful fong apprortf. 
irmony and manly vigour join ^ 

ra the bcitities of each fprightly line, C 

ery grace of every Mufe is thine. 3 

1, immortal bard, divinely bright, 
fts his favourite to the realms of light ; 

Raphael's lyre charms the celeftial throng, 
ted cherubs liftening ta the fong : 
jlifs to bliis the happy beings rove, 
ifte the fweets of mufic and of love, 
len the fofter fcenes of life you paint, 
»in the beauteous virgin to the faint, 
you defcribe how few the happy pairs, 

hearts untied (often all their cares, 
; to whom the fwceteft joys belong, 
lyra's beauties confecrate your fong. 
.e unnumber'*d graces I would tell, ^ 

1 the pleafing theme for ever dwell; 
e Mufe faints, unequal to the flight, 
;ars thy ftrains with wonder and delight, 
tombs of princes (hall in ruins lie, 
1 but Heaven-bom piety (hall die, 
the laft trumpet wakes the filent dead, 
ich lafcivious poet hides his head, 
hee (hall thy divine Ui*ania rife, 
'd with fre(b laurels, to thy native- Ikies ; 

Great 



ti VERSES TO Dr. WATT a. 

Great How and Gouge (hall hail thee on thy way. 
And welcome thee to the bright realms of day. 
Adapt thy tuneful notes to heavenly ftrings. 
And jpin the Lyric Ode while fome fair feraph fihgs. 

Sic fpirat, fie optat, 

Tui amantiflimus 

BRITANNICUSv 
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R E F A C E, 

has been a long^ complaint of the virtuous and re- 
led world, that poefy, whofe original it divine» 
i be enflaved to vice and profanenefs ; that an art, 
ed from heaven, fhould have Co far loft the me- 
of its birth-place, as to be engaged in the interefts 
:11. How unhappily is it perverted from its moft 
)us defign I How bafely has it been driven away 
its proper ftation in the temple of God, and 
d to much difhonour ! The iniquity of men has 
-ained it to ferve their vileft purpofes, while the 
af piety mourn the facrilege and the (hame. 
le eldeft fong, which hiftory has "brought down to 
jars, was a noble aft of worfhip paid to the God 
irael, when his " right hand became glorious in 
ver 5 when thy right hand, O Lord, dafhed in 
ces the enemy ; the chariots of Pharaoh and his 
\s were caft into the red fea. Thou didft blow 
:h thy wind, the deep covered them, and they fank 
lead in the mighty waters." Exod. xv. ]This art 
maintained facred through the following ages of 
lurch, and employed by kings and prophets, by 
i, Solomon, and Ifaiah, in defcribing the nature 
he glories of God, and in conveying grace or ven- 
:e to the hearts of men. By this method they 
;ht fo much of heaven down to this lower world, 

«8 
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as the darknefs of that difpenfation would admit 5 Atld ' 
now and then a divine and poetic rapture lifted their 
fouls far above the level of that oeconomy of fha^ows, 
bore them away far into a brighter region, and gave 
thepi a glimpfe of evangelic day. The life of' angels 
was harmonioufly breathed Into the children of AJavi, 
and their minds raifbd near to heaven ifi melody and 
devotion at once. 

In the younger days of heathenifim the Mufes were 
^voted to the fame fervice : the language in which old 
SeHod addreffes them is this : 

htSvif a7 fyyi^fTS ff^if^fof vAttf yfAnUv^it^ 

•^ Pierian Mufes, famM for heavenly lays, 

•« Dcfcend, and fing the God your Father's praife.'* 

And he purfues the fubje^ in ten pious llfies,. which I 
could not hear to tranfcribe, if the afp^ ^nd fou9d of 
fo much Greek were not terrifying to a nice reader. 

Rut fomeof the latter Poets of t,he Pagan world have, 
debafed this divine gift ; and many of th^ writers of tM- 
&*ft rank, in this our age of natienal Chriitiaos, have, 
to their eternal ihame, farpajOfed the vileft of the Qtm* 
tiles. They hav£ not only diirobed religipn of aU the 
ornaments of verfe, but have CHXif>loyed their. pens iiv 
impious mticbtef, to deform her native beauty and de- 
lile her honours. They have expofed her mpft /acred 
chara6ler to drollery, and drelTed her up in a moft vilo. 
and ridiculous difguiie, for the fcorn pf the ruder beijid- 
of mankind. The vices have been painted like fo many 
a God-^ 
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iffcSf the charms of wit have been added to de« 
rry, and the temptation heightened where nature 
the ftrong^ft reftraints. With fweetnefs -of found,* 
ilicacy of expreflion, they have given a rclifh to • 
emies of the harlheft kind j . and when they rant 
ir Maker in fonorous numbers, they fancy them- 
to have a£led the hero well. 
IS almoft in vain have the throne and the pulpit 
leformation ; while the (lage and licentious poems 
^aged open war with the piou» dedgn of church 
ite. The prefs has fpread the poifon far, an«l 
id wide the nK>rtal infe6lion : Unthinking youth 
een inticed to dn beyond the vicious propenHties 
ure, plunged early into difeafes and death^^ and 
own to damnation in multitudes. Was it for 
at poefy was endued with all thofe allurements 
ad the mind away in a pleaGng captivity ? Was it 
i, (he was furnilhed with Co many intelle£lual 
3» that (he might feduce the heait from God, the 
J beauty, and the raoft lovely of Beings ? Can I 
! perfuadcd, that thofe fweet and refifUefs forces 
iphor, wit, found, and number, were given with 
fign, that they (hould be all ranged under the 
of the great malicious fpirit, to invade the rights 
en, and to bring fwift and everlafting deftru£lion 
len ? How will thefe allies of the nether world, 
d and profane verfiners, (land aghaft before the 
udge, when the blood of many fouls, whom they 
iaw, (hall be laid to the charge of their writings, 
dreadfully required at their hands ? The Reve- 
rend 
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rend Mr. Collier has fet this awful fcene before them i 
juft and flaming colours. If the application were n< 
too rude and uncivil, that noble (lanza of ray Loi 
Rofcommon, on Pfalm cxiviii. might beaddrefled 1 
them: 

** Ye dragons, whofe contagious breath 
•« Peoples the dark, retreats of death, 
" Change your dire hiflings into heavenly fongs, 
** And.praife your Maker with your forked tongues. 

This profanation and debafement of fo divine an an 
has tempted forae weaker Chriftians to imagine ths 
poetry and vice are naturally akin 5 or at leaft, tha 
verfe^ fit only to recomir.end trifles, and entertain or 
loofer hours, but it Is too light and trivial a method t 
treat any thing that is ferious and facred. They fub 
mit, indeed, to ufe it in divine pfalmody, but they lov 
the drieft tranflation of the pfalm belt. They will ven 
ture to fing a dull hymn or two at church, in tunc 
of equal dulnefs ; but ftill they perfuade themfelves 
and their children, that the beauties of pocfy are vajj 
and dangerous. All that arifes a degree above Mi 
Sternhold is too airy for worfliip, and hardly efcape 
the fentence of " unclean and abominable.'' It i 
ftrange, that perfons that have the Bible in their hands 
Jhould be led away by thoughtlefs prejudices to Co wil 
and rafh an opinion. Let me entreat them not to in 
dulge this four, this cenforious humour too far, left th 
.facred writers fall under the larti of their unlimited- an^ 
vnguarded reproaches. Let me entreat thert\ to loci 

inA 
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iirto their Biblesy .and remember the ftyle and way of 
writing that is ufed by the ancient prophets. Have 
they forgot, or were they never told, that many partt 
of the (Md Teftament are Hebrew verfe ? and the fi- 
gures are ftronger, and the metaphors bolder, aad the 
images more farprizingand ftrange^ than ever I read ia 
any profane writer. When Deborah fings her pralfet 
to the God of Ifrael, while he marched from tbc field 
of Edom, (he fets the ** earth a-trembling, the heavens 
''drop, and he mountains diflblve from before the 
'* Lord. They fought from heaven, the ftars in their 
** courfes fought againft Sifera : When the river of 
"Kiflioii fwept them away, that ancient river, the 
** river Kiihon. O my foul, thou haft trodden down 
" fciength." Judg. V. &c. When Eliphae, in the book 
• <^Job, fpesdcs his fenfe of theholinefs of God, he in- 
troduces a machine in a vifion : ** Fear came upon me, 
^ trembling on all my bones ) the hair of my fle(h ftood 
** up 5 a fpirit paffed by and ftood ftill, but its form 
' ** was undifcemible | an innage before mine eyes ; and 
I " filence 5 Then I heard a voice, faying, Shall mortal 
"man be more juft than God?" &c. Job iv. When 
he defcribes the fafety of the righteous, he " hides him 
'^ from the fcourge of the tongue, he makes him laugh at 
" deftru6tion and famine, he brings the ftoncs of the field 
** into league with liim, and makes the brute animals 
** enter into a covenant of peace." Job v. 21, &c. When 
Job fpeaks of the grave, how melancholy is the gloom 
tbt he fpreads over it ! <' It is a region to which I muft 
"ihortlj go^ and whence I ihall not return i it is a 
C « land 
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** land of darknefs, it is darknefs itfelf, the land of tl 
*' ftiadow of death; all confufion and diforder, an 
■** where the light is as darknefs. This is my houfi 
** there have I naade my bed ; I have faid to corruf 
•** tion, Thou art my father ; and to the wonn, Tbo 
** art my mother and my lifter : As for my hope, wh 
*' fliall fee it ? I and my hope go down together to t)i 
*• bars of the pit." Job x. ai, and xvii. 13. When h 
humbles himfelf in complainings before the almighti 
nefs of God, what coatemptible and feeble image 
doth he ufe ! *' Wilt thou break a leaf driven to an 
** fro? Wilt thou purfue the dry fhibble? I confua: 
« away like a rotten thing, a garment eaten by th 
" moth,** Job xiii. 25, &c. " Thou lifteftmeup to tl 
** wind, thou caufeft me to ride upon it, and diflblve 
*< my fubftance." Job xxiii. az. Can any man invci 
more defpicable ideas, to reprefent the fcoundrcl her 
and refufe of mankind, than thofe which Job ufes 
chap. XXX. and thereby he aggravates his own forrow 
and reproaches to amazement : " They that are youngf 
** than I have me in derifion, whofe fathers I woul 
<< have difdamed to have fet with the dogs of my flock 
** for want and famine they were folitary ; fleeing int 
** the wildernefs defolate and wafte : They cut up maJ 
<« lows by the buflies, and juniper-roots for their meat 
*< They were driven forth from among men, (the 
<* cried after them as after a thief) to dwell in the clifl 
«* of the valleys, in the caves of the earth, and in rocks 
«« Among the bufhes they brayed, under the nettle 
*» tiicy were gathered together j they were children 

*< fools 
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** foolsy yea, children of bafc men ; they were viler 
** than the earth : And now I am their fong, yea, I am 
** their by-word," &c. How mournful and dejefted 
11 the lajignage of his own forrows ! " Terrors are 
** turned upon him, they purfue his foul as the wind, 
** and his welfare pafles away as a cloud ; his bones 
^ are pierced within him^ and his foul is poured out ; 
** he goes mourning without the fun, a brother to dra- 
'* gons, and a companion to owls ; while his harp and 
*' organ are turned into the voice of them that weep.^ 
I muft tranfcribe one half of this holy book, if I would 
ibew the grandeur, the variety, and the juftnefs of his 
ideas, or the pomp and beauty of his exprefTion ; I muft 
copy out a good part of the writings of David and 
liaiah, if I would repreient the poetical excellencies of 
their thoughts and ftyle > nor is the language of the 
lefler prophets, efpecially io fome paragraphs, much in-> 
£erior to thefe. 

Now, while they paint human nature in its various 
forms and circumftances, if their defigning be fo juft 
and noble, their difpoiltion Co artful, and their colour- 
ing fo bright, beyond the moft famed lAiman writers, 
bow much jnore muft their dcfcriptions of God and 
jieaven exceed all that is poifible to be faid by a meaner 
•toDgoe ? When they fpeak -of the dwelling-place of 
Q(4, ** He inhabits eternity, and fits upon the throne 
"** of his hoJinefs, in the midft of light inacccflible.** 
When his holinefs is mentioned, '< The heavens are not 
*** clean in his fight, he charges his angek with folly : 
^'He looks to the moon, and it fhineth not, and the 
C ft <* ftars 
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** ftars are not pure before his eyes : He is a jealous 
** God, and a confuming fire." If we fpeak of ftrength, 
" Behold> he Is ftrong s He removes the mountains, 
** and tbey know it not : He overturns them in his an- 
** ger » He (hakes the earth from her place, and her pil- 
** lars tremble : He makes a path through the mighty 
** waters, he difcovers the foundations of the world ; 
" The piilars"of heaven are aftonifhed at his reproof.*' 
And after all, " Thefe are but a portion of hisways : 
** The thunder of his power who can underftand ?" His 
fovereignty, his knowledge, and his wifdom, are re- 
vealed to us in language vaftly fuperior to all the poe* 
tical accounts of heathen divinity. << Let the pot- 
** (herds ftrive with the pot(herd8 of the earth 5 but 
** (hall the clay fay to him that fafhioneth it. What 
** makeft thou ? He bids the heavens drop down from 
«* above, and let the (kies pour down righteoufnefs. 
** He commands the fun, and it rifeth not, and he 
** fealeth up the (lars. It is he that faith to the deep, 
<« be dry> and he drieth up the rivers. Woe to them 
i' that feek deep to hide their counfel from the Lord^ 
^< his eyes are upon all their ways, he underftands their 
*' thoughts afar off. Hell is naked before him, and de- 
** (bullion hath no covering. He calls byt all the ftars 
*' by their names, he fruftrateth the tokens of the liars, 
** and makes the diviners mad : He turns wife men 
'' backward, and their knowledge becomes foolifb.** 
His tranfcendent eminence above all things is moft 
nobly reprel'ented, when he ** fits upon the circle of 
'< the earth, and the inhabitants thereof are as grafs- 

** hoppers 1 
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^' bopfpers : All nations before him are as the drop 
** of a bucket, and as the (JBall duft of the balance : 
** He takes up the ides as a very little thing $ Lebanon, 
" with all her beafts, is not fufficient for a facrifice to 
** this God, nor are all her trees fufficient for the burn* 
" ing. This God, before whom the whole creation is 
" as nothing, yea, lefs than nothing, and vanity. To 
** which of all the heathen Gods then will ye compare 
** me, faith the Lord, and what fliall I be likened to ?" 
And to which of all the heathen Poets fhali we liken 
or compare this glorious orator, the facred defcriber of 
the godhead ? The orators of all nations are as nothing 
before him, and their words arc vanity and emptinefs. 
Let us turn our eyes now to fome of the holy wiitings, 
where God is creating the world : How meanly do the 
beft of the Gentiles talk and trifle upon this fubjeft, 
when brought into comparifon with Mofes, whom Lon- 
ginus himfelf, a Gentile critic, cites as a matter of 
the fublime ftyle, when he chofe to ufe it j " And the 
" Lord faid. Let there be light, and there was light 5 
" Let there be clouds and feas, fun and ftars, plants 
" and animals, and behold they are :" He command- 
ed, and they appear and obey : ** By the word of the 
" Lord were the heavens made, and all the hoft of 
" them by the breath of his mouth :" This is working 
like a God, with infinite eafe and omnipotence. His 
wonders of providence for the terror and ruin of his 
adverfaries, and for the fuccour cf his faints, is fet be- 
fore our eyes in the fcripture with equal magnificence, 
and as becomes divinity. When <* he arifes out of his 
C 3 " place. 
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<* place, the earth trembles, the foundations <jf the hiIT» 
'* are fhaken becaufe he is wroth : There goes a fmoke 
^* up out of his noft^ils, and fire out of his mouth devour- 
^* eth, coals are kindled by it. He bows the heavens^ 
** and comes down, and darknefs is under his feet,. 
** The mountains melt like wax, and flow dowa at his. 
** prefence." If Virgil, Homer, or Pindar, were ta 
prepare an equipage for a defcending God, they might 
life thunder and lightnings too, and clouds and fire, ta 
form a chariot and horfes for the battle, or the triumph 5 
but there is none of them provides him a flight of Che- 
rubs inftead of hoffes, or feats him in " chariots of fal- 
** vation." David beholds him riding " upon the hea- 
** ven of heavens, by his name Jah : He was mounted 
** upon a cherub,, and did fly j he flew on the wings of" 
" thewind;" and Habbakuk fends '* the peftilencc before; 
** him/' Homer keeps aniigbty ftir with his N«^*AH^g- 
f{\(L Ziufy and Hcfjod with his Z^vi u4'^P«/'tiTiif.. 
Jupiter, that raifes up the clouds, and that makes a noife,. 
or thunders on high. Btit a divine Poet makes the 
« clouds but the duft of his feet }'' and wheo the High- 
eft gives his voice in the heavens, ** Hail-ftones and 
" coals oif fire follow." A divine Poet dlfcovers the 
channels, of the waters, and lays open the foundations, 
of nature i " at thy rebuke, O Lord, at the blaft of- 
<♦ the breath of thy noftrils." When the Holy One- 
alighted upon Mount Sinai, '*' his glory covered the- 
** heavens : He ftood and meafured the ear^h : He be* 
" held and drove afunderthe nations, and the everlaft- 
•> ing njpuntains we«e fcattered 2 The perpetual hills 
7, " ^ 
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•^did bow } his ways are everlafting." Then the pro- 
phet ** faw the tents of Cufhan in afHi6lion, and the 
•* curtains of the land of Midian did tremble." Hab. 
iii. Nor did the bleffed fpirit wliich animated thcfe 
writers forbid them the ufe of vifions, dreams, the open- 
ing of fcenes dreadful and delightful, and the introduc- 
tion of machines upon great occafions : the divine li- 
cence in this refpeft is admirable and furprizlng, and 
the images are often too bold and dangerous for an un- 
infpired writer to imitate. Mi*. Dennis has made a no- 
ble efiay to difcover how much fuperior is infpircd pocfy 
to the brighteft and beft defcriptions of a mortal pen. 
Perhaps, if his propofal of Criticifm had been encoura- 
ged and purfued, the nation might Invc learnt more va- 
lue for the word of God, and the wits of the age 
might have been fecured from the danger of Dcifm , 
while they muft have been forced to confefs at Icaft the 
divinity of all the poetical books of Scripture, when 
they fee a genius running tlirough them more than hu- 
man. 

Who is there now will dare to affert, that the doc- 
trines of our holy faith will not indulge or endure a de- 
lightfui drefs ? Shall the French poet * affright us, by 
iaying, 
" De la foy d'un Chretien Ics myfteres terribles, 
" D'Ornemens egayez ne font point fufceptibles ?" 

But the French critic f, In his reflections upon Elo- 
quence, tells us, " That the majefty of our religion,. 

• Boileau.. f Rapin. 

C 4, •* the 



t4 PREFACE. 

•* the holmcfs of its laws, the purity of its morals, the 
•' heighth of its myfteries, and the importance of every 
•* fubjeft that belongs to it, requires a grandeur, a now 
«* blenefs, a majefty, and elevation of ftyle, foited to the 
•* theme : fparkling images and magnificent expre(!ion» 
** muft be iifed, and are heft borrowed from Scripture t 
•* let the preacher j that aims at eloquence, read the PrtK 
** phets inceiTantly, for their writings are an abundant 
*' fourcc of all the riclies and ornaments of fpeech.** 
And, in my opinion, this is far better counfel than Ho» 
race gives us, when he fays, 

it ^ ■ Vos excmplaria Graeca 

*' Nofturna verfate manu, verfate diurna.'*" 
As, in the conduft of my ftudies with regard to divT- 
nity, I have rtafon to repent of nothing more than that 
I have not perufed the Bible with more frequency 5 (b- 
if I were to fet up for a poet, with a dedgn to exceed all 
the modern writers, I would follow the advice of Rapin, 
and read the Prophets nfght and day. I am fure, tKe 
compofures of the following book would have beea 
611ed with much greater fenfe, and appeared with mucb 
more agreeable ornaments, had I denved a llarger por- 
tion from the Holy Scriptures. 

Befidcs, we may fetch a further anfwer to Mbnlieur 
Boileau^s objeflion, from other poets of his own country. 
What 3 noble ufe have Racine and Cocneilie made of 
Chriftian fubje£U, in fome of their beft tragedies h 
What a variety of divine fcenes are difplayed, and piou« 
pafRons awakened, in thofe poems ! The martyrdom o£ 
Volyeu^tc, bow dotKiL reign over our love and pity, anc^ 

It 
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at the fame time animate our zea) and devotion ! May I 
Wre be permitted the liberty to return my thanks to- 
that fair and ingenious hand * that directed me to foch 
entertainments in a foreign language, which I had long 
wiflied for, and fought in vain in our own. Yet I muft 
confefsy that the Davideis, and the two Arthurs, 
have fo far anfwered BofIeaa> objection, in Englifh, at 
that the obftacies of attempting Chriftian poefy are bro* 
Vl^ down, and the vain pretence of its being iropra£U» 
cable, it experimentally confuted f . 

It is tmc, indeec^ the Chriftian myilcries have not 
foch need of gay trappings as beautified, or rather com^ 
pofed, the Heathen fuperftttion. But this ftill makes 
for the greater eafe and iurer fuccefs of the poet. The 
Wonders of our religion, in a plain nan-ation and a (im- 
fkdrefs, have a native grandeur, a dignity, and' a beauf- 
ty in tbem, though they do not utterly difdain all me- 
thods of ornament. The book of the Revelations 
^eems to be a prophecy in the form of an opera, or a 
ilramatic poem, where divine art illuftrates the fubjefk 
with many charming glories ; but fti^l it muft be ac- 
knowledged, that the naked themes of Chriftianity have 
ibmething brighter and bolder in them, ibmethtng more 

• Philomekr. 

t Sir Richard Blackmope, in his admirable preface to 
Us laft poem, entitled Alfred, has more copiou fly refuted 
all Boileau^s arguments on this fubjc6l, and that with 
great juftice and elegance. 1723- — 1 am perfuaded 
Siatmany perfons who defpife the poem would acknow- 
kd^ the jyiSL iJentimentsof that preface* 

fur*. 
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fur(>r;zing and celeftlal, than all the adventures of godf 
and heroes, all the dazzling nnages of falfe luftre that 
form and garniih a heathen fong : here the very argu- 
ment would give wonderful aids to the Mufe, and the 
heavenly therpe would fo relieve a dull hour, and a Ian- 
guiftiing genius, that when the Mufe nods, the fenfe 
would burn and fparkle upon the reader, and keep 
him feelingly awake. 

With how much lefs toil and expence might a Dry- 
den, an Otway, a Congreve, or a Dennis, furni(h out a 
Chriftian poem, than a modern play ! Thei*e is nothing 
amongft all the ancient fables, or later romances, that 
have two foch extremes united in them, .as the eternal 
God becoming an infant of days ; the poiTeflTor of the 
palace of Heaven laid to fleep-in a manger j the holy 
Jefus, who knew no fm, bearing the fins of men in bis 
body on the tree ^ agonies of forrow loading the foul of 
him who was God over all, blefled for ever ; and- the 
fovereign of life ftretching his arms on a cDofs, bleeding 
and expiring : The Heaven and the Hell in our divinity 
are infinitely more delightful and dreadful than the 
childi(h figments of a dog with three heads, the buckets 
of the Belides, the Furies with fnaky hairs, or all the 
£owery flories of Elyfium. And if we furvey the one 
as themes divinely true, and the other as a medley of 
Iboleries which we can never believe ; the advantage for 
touching the fpring* of paffion will f^ll infinitely on the 
fide of the Chriftian poet; our wonder and our love, 
•ur pity, delight, and forrow, with the long train of 
hopes and fearsi, aidi needs be under the command of 
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an barmonioas pen, whofe eveiy line makes a part of 
the reader^s faith> and is the very life or death of his 

fiMll. 

If the trifling and incredilble tales that fumi/h out a 

tragedy, are fo armed by wit and fancy, as to become 

ibvereign of the rational powers, to triumph over all 

the affeflions, and manage our fmiles and our tears at 

[ pleafure 5 how wondrous a conqueft might be obtained- 

over a wild world, and reduce it, at Icaft, to fobriety, 

! if the fame happy talent were employed in drcfling the 

I fcenes of religion in their proper figures of majcfty^ 

: fweetnefs, and terror ! The wonders of creating power, 

t«r redeeming love, and renewing grace, ought not to be 
thus impioufly neglected by thofe whom Heaven has 
I endued with a gift fo proper to adorn and cultivate 
[ them 5 an art whofe fweet infinuations might almod' 
convey piety in refifting nature, and melt the hardett 
fouls to the loye of virtue. The affairs of this life,, 
with their reference to a life to come, would fliine 
bright in a dramatic defcription y nor is there any need, 
•r any reafon why we (hould always borrow the plan, 
or hiftory from the ancient Jews, or primitive martyrs 5. 
though feveraL of thefe would furnifh out noble mate- 
rials for this fort of poefy : Init modern fcenes would: 
be better underftood by moft readers, and the applica- 
tion would be much more eafy.. The anguiih of in- 
ward guilt, the fecret flings and racks and fcourges of 
eonfcience ; the fweet retiring hours, and feraphical joys, 
of devotion ;. the vi6lory of a relblved foul ovjer a thou- 
Dud temptations s the inimitable love and paflion of a 

dying. 
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dying God $ the awful glories of the laft tribanal) dv 
grand deciiive fentence, from which there it no appeil ^ 
and the confequent tranfports or horrors of the !«• 
eternal worlds ; thefe things may be varioufly difyo&dp 
and form many poems. How might fuch performancMb 
under a divine bleffing, call back the dying piety of the 
nation to life and beauty ? This would make religiea 
appear like itfelf, and confound the blafphemies of a 
profligate world, ignorant of pious pleafures. 

But we have reapDn to fear, that the tuneful men of 
our day have not raifed their ambition to fo divine i 
pitch ; I ihould rejoice to fee more of this celeftial (iff 
kindling within them ^ for the fla(he$ that break out is 
fome prefent and pad writings betray an infernal 
fource. This the incomparable Mr. Cowley, in the lat- 
ter end of his preface, and the ingenious Sir Richard 
Blackmore, in the beginning of his, have fo pathetically 
dclcribed and lamented, that I rather refer the reader to 
mourn with them, than detain and tire him here, Thek 
gentlemen, in tlieir large and laboured works of pocfy, 
have given the world happy examples of what they wifli 
and encourage in profe ; the one in a rich variety of 
thought and fancy, the other in all the (hining colour* 
of profufe and florid diction. 

If ftiorter fonnets were compofed on fublime fubjefts, 
fuch as the Pfalms of David, and the holy tranfports 
inteifperfed in the other facred writings, or fuch as the 
moral odes of Horace, and the ancient Lyricks ; I per- 
fuade myfelf, that the Chriftian preacher would find 
abundant aid from the poet» in his Jefign to diffufe vir« 

twc. 
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tf tnd allure fouls to God. If the heart were firft 
famed from Heaven, and the Mufe were not left 
one to form the devotion, and purfue a cold fcent, hut 
ily called-in as an afliftant to the wor(hip, then the 
Dg would end where the infpiration ceafes ; the whole 
mpofure would be of a piece, all meridian light and 
eridian fervour ; and the fame pious flame would be 
opagated, and kept glowing in the heart of him that 
iiU. Some of the Ihorter^, odes of the two poets now 
entioned, and a few of the Rev. Mr. Norris's EfTays 
verie, are convincing inftances of the fuccefs of thit 
opolal. 

It is my opinion alfo, that the free and uncon fined 
imbers of Pindar, or the noble meafures of Milton 
thout rhyme, would beft maintain the dignity of the 
emc, as well as give a loofe to the devout foul, nor 
eck the raptures of her faith and love. Though, in 
f feeble attempts of this kind, I have too often fet- 
led my thoughts in the narrow metre of our Pfalra- 
inflators ; I have contracted and cramped the fenfe, 
rendered it obfcure and feeble, by the too fpeedy and 
jular returns of rhyme. 

If my friends expedl any reafon of the following 
npofures, and of the firft or fecond publication, I en- 
at them to accept of this account. 
The title affures them that poefy is not the bufmefs of 
r life ; and if I feized thofe hours of leifure, wherein 
r foul was in a more fprightly frame, to entertain 
30 or myfelf with a divine or moral fong, I hope I 
ill find an eafy pardon. 

In 
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In Uae Firft Book arc many odes which were written 
!• ailift the mediutions and worihip of vulgar Chrif- 
tians, and with a de/ign to be publi/hed in the volume 
of hymns, which have now paffed a fecond impreflion ; 
but upon the review, I found ibme expreflions that 
ivere not fuited to the plained capacity, anci the meta- 
phors are too bold to pleafe the weaker Chriftian : there- 
ioKt I have allotted theai a place here. 

AmongftthefoQgs that are dedicated to Divine Love^ 
1 think I may ht boJd to aflert, that I never compofed 
-f^ne line of them with any otl>er defign than what they 
vare applied to here 5 and I have endeavoured to fecure 
ihem all fronv being perverted and debafed to wanton 
«|>ai2ion&, by (everal lines in them that can never be ap- 
plied to a meaner love. A'-e not the noblcft inftances 
-of the grace of Cbrift reprefented under the figure oft 
'Conjugal ftate, and defcribed in one of the fweeteft odes^ 
and the fofteft paftoral that ever was written ? I appeal 
to Solomon *, in his Song, and his father David, in 
Pfal. xlv. if David was the author : and I am well af- 
lured, that I have never indulged an equal licence: it 
was dangerous to imitate the facred writers too nearly, 
ia fo nice an affair. 

The " Poems facred to Virtue,^ &c. w^e formed 
when the frame and humour of my foul was juft fuited 
to the fubjedl of ray verfe : the image of my heart ii 
painted in them ^ and if they meet with a reader whofe 

• Solomon's Song was much more in nic among 
Preachers and writers of divinity when thefe poems 
were written than it is now. 1 7 36. 

ibul 
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foul M akin to mine, perhaps they maj a|;reeably enter- 
tain him. The dulnefs of the fancy, and coarienefs of 
expreflioHy will difappear; the famenefs of the banioin 
will create a pleafure, and infeoiibly overcome and con- 
ceal the defe6l6 of the Mufe. Youn^ gentlemen anot 
ladies, wbofe genius and education have given them a 
reliih of oratory and verfe, may be tempted to feek fa- 
tisfa£lion among tlie dangerous diverfions of the ftage» 
and impure fonnets, if there be no provifion of a fafer 
kind made to pleafe them. While I have attempted ta 
gratify innocent fancy in this refpcf^, I have not for- 
gotten to allure the heart to virtue, and to raife it 
to a difdain of brutal pleafures* The frequent in« 
tcrpofition of a devout thought may awaken the mind 
to a ierious fenfe of God, religion, and eternity. The 
fame duty that might be dcfpifed in a fermon, when 
propofed to their reafon, may here, perhaps, feize the 
lower faculties with furprize, delight, and devotion at 
once i and thus, by degrees, draw the fuperior powert 
of the mind to piety. Amongft the infinite numbers of 
mankind, there is not more difference in their outward 
ihape and features, than in their temper and inward in- 
clination. Some are more cafily fufceptive of religion 
in a grave difcourfe and fedate reafon ing. Some are 
be ft frighte<l from fm and ruin by terror, threatening, 
and amazement j their fear is the propei^ft paflion to 
which we can addrefs ourfelves, and begin the divine 
^ork : others can feel no motive To powerful as that 
*hich applies itfelf to their ingenuity, and their polifhcd 
imagination. Now I thought it lawful to take hold of 

any 
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any liandle of the foul, to lead it away betimes from 
Ticious pleafures ; and If I could but make up a compofi- 
don of virtue and delight, fuited to the tafte of well-bred 
youth, and a refined education, I had fome hope to 
allure and raife them thereby above the vile temptations 
■of degenerate nature, and cuftom that is yet more dege- 
nerate. When I have felt a (light inclination to fatire 
•r btirlefque, I thouglit it proper to fupprefs it. The 
grinning and the growling Mufe are not hard to' be ob- 
tained ^ but I would difdain their afliftance, where a 
manly invitation to virtue, and a friendly fmile, maybe 
fiiccefsfully employed. Could I perfuade any man by 
a kinder method, I fliould never think it proper to fcold 
or laugh at him. 

Perhaps there are fome morofe readers, that (land rea- 
lly to condemn every line that is written upon the 
t!ieme of Love $ but have we not the cares and the fe- 
licities of that fort of focial life reprefented to us in the 
iacred writings ? Some expreflTions are there ufed vnth a 
defign to give a mortifying influence to our fofteft af- 
£e£lions 5 others again brighten the chara6ler of that 
ftate, and allure virtuous fouls to purfue the divine ad- 
vantage of it, the mutual afliftance in the way to falva- 
tton. Are not the cxxviith and cxxviiith Pfalms in- 
dited on this very fubjeft ? Sha it be lawful for the 
jnrefs and the pulpit to ti-eat of it with a becoming fo- 
lemnity in profe, and mull the mention of the fame 
thing in poefy be pronounced for ever unlawful ? Is it 
utterly unworthy of a ferious charafter to write on this 
argument, becaufe it has been unhappily polluted by 
5 fome 
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fome fcurrilous pens ? Why may I not be permitted to 
obviate aVommon and a growing mifchief, while a 
thoufand vile poems of the amorous kind fwarm 
abroad, and give a vicious taint to the unwary reader ? 
I would tell the world that I have endeavoured to reco- 
ver this argument out of the hands of impure writers, 
and to make it appear, that virtue and love are not fuch 
ftrangers as they are reprefented. The blifsful inti- 
macy, of fouls in that ftate will afford fufficient furni- 
ture fpr the graved entertainment in verfe 3 fo that it 
need not be everlaftingly drefled-up in ridicule, nor af- 
famed only to furnifh out the lewd fonr.ets of the times. 
May fome happier genius promote the fame fervice that 
I propofed, and by fuperior fenfe, and fweeter found, 
render what I have written contemptible and tifelefs. 

The imitations of that nobleft Latin poet of modem 
ages, Cafimire Sarbiewlki, of Poland, would need no 
ezcufe, did»they but ariie to the beauty of the original. 
I have often taken the freedom to add ten or twenty 
lines, or to leave out as many, that I might fuit my 
fong more to my own deHgn, or becaufe I faw it impof- 
fible to prefent the force, the finenefs, and the fire of his 
exprefHon in our language. There are a few copies 
wherein I have boiTowed fome hints from tht fame au- 
thor, without the mention of his name in the title, 
Methinks I can allow fo Aiperior a genius now and 
then to be lavidi in his imagination, and to indulge 
fome excurfjons beyond the limits of fedate judgment : 
^he riches and glory of his vejfe make atonement in 
D >• abu^i* 
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abundance. I wifh fome EngiiOi pen would import 
more of his treafures, and blefs our nation. * 

The infcriptions to particular friends arc warranted 
and defended by the praflice of almoft all the Lyri< 
writers. They frequently convey the rigid rules d 
morality to the mind in the fofter method of applaufe 
Suftaincdby their example, a man will not eafily be over- 
whelmed by the heavieft cenfures of the unthinking anc 
unknowing ; efpecially when there is a fhadow of thii 
pra6iice in the divine Pfalmift, while he infcribes t< 
Afaph or Jeduthun his fongs that were made for th( 
harp, or (which is all one) his Lyric odes, though thc) 
areaddreifed to God himfelf. 

In the " Poems of Heroic raeafurs," I have atteroptec 
in rhyme the fame variety of cadence, comma and period, 
which blank verfe glories in as its peculiar elegance 
and ornament. It degrades the excellency of the bcfl 
verfification when the lines run on by couplets, twent) 
together, juftin the fame pace, and with the famepaufest 
It ipoils the noblcft pleafure of the found : the reader is 
tired with the tedious uniformity, or charmed to deep 
with the unmanly foftnefs of the numbers, and thc per- 
petual chime of even cadences. 

In the " Effays without Rhyme,'' I have not fet up 
Milton for a perfect pattern ; though he Oiall be foi 
ever honoured as our deliverer from the bondage. Hia 
works contain admirable and unequalled inftances of 
bright and beautiful di£lion, as well as majefty and fe- 
renenefs of thought. There are feyeral epifodes in hit 
longer works, that ftand in fupreme dignity without a 

rival : 
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rival; yet all that vaft reverence with which I read 
his Paradife Loft, cannot perfnade me to be charmed 
with every page of it. The ler.gih of his periods, and 
fomctimcs of his psn^nthefes, runs me out of breath: 
Soni€ofhis numbers feem too harih and uneafy. I could 
never believe that ronghnefs and obfcurity added any 
thing to the true grandeur of a Poem : nor will I ever 
afficft archaifms, exoticifms, and a quaint uncouthnefs 
of fpeech, in order to become perfeftly Miitonian. It 
is my opinion that blank verfe may be written with all 
due elevation of thought in a modern ftyle, without bor- 
rowing any thing from Chaucer's tales, or running 
bick To far as the days of Colin the Shepherd, and the 
reign of the Fairy Queen. The oddnefs of an antique 
found gives but a falfe pleafure to the car, and abufes 
the true relifli, 6ven when it works delight. There 
were fome fuch judges of poefy among the old Romans ; 
and Martial ingenioufly laughs at one of them, that 
was pleafed even to aftonifhment with obfolete wordt 
and figures j 

" Attonitufque Icgis tcrrai frugiferai." 
So the ill-drawn poftures and diftortions of (hape that 
we meet with in Chinefe piftures charm a fickly fancy 
by their very aukwardnefs ; fo a diftempered appetite 
will chew coals and fand, and pronounce it guftful. 

In the Pindarics, I have generally conformed my lines 
to the (horter iize of the ancients, and avoided to imi- 
tate the cxceflive lengths to which fome modern writer* 
iiave ftretched their fentences, and efpecially the con- 
:!udiDg verfe. In thefe the ear is thetrueft judge } nor 
D « was 
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was it made to be enilaved to any precife model of e 
der or later times. 

After all, I muft petition my reader to lay af.de tl 
four and fullen air of criticifm, and to affume the frien 
Let him chufe fuch copies to read at particular houi 
when the temper of his mind is fuited to the fong. L 
him come with a defire to be entertained and pleafe 
rather than to feek his own difguft and averfion, whii 
will not be hard to find. I am not fo vain as to thii 
there are no faults, nor fo blind as to efpy nom 
though I hope the multitude of alterations in this 1 
cond edition are not without amendment. . There is 
large a difference between this and the former, in t 
change of titles, lines, and whole poems, as well as 
the various tranfpofitions, that it would be ufclc 
and endlefs, and all confudon, for any reader to con 
pare them throughout. The additions alfo make i 
half the book, and fome of thefe have need of as man 
alterations as the former. Many a line needs the fi 
to polifh the roughnefs of it, and many a thought wan 
richer language to adorn and make it ftiine. Wide di 
fe£ls and equal fuperfluities may be found, efpecial 
in the larger pieces ; but I have at prefent neither incl 
nation nor leifure to correft, and I hope I never flial 
It is one of the biggeft fatisfaftions I take in givir 
this volume to the world, that I expe6l to be for ever fr 
from the temptation of making or mending poen 
again *. So that my friends may be perfe6lly fecu 

* ** Naturam expellas furcalicet, ufque recurret." Hoi 
Will this fhort note of Horace excufe a man who h; 
refifted nature many years, but has been fometimi 
overcome*? J736, Edition the 7th. 

agair 
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againft this imprefrion''s growing wafte upon their hands, 
and ufelefs as the former has done. Let minds that are 
better fumilhed for fuch performances pnrfue thcfe ftu- 
dies, if they are convinced that poefy can be made fer- 
viccrahle to religion and virtue. As for myfelf, I al- 
moft blufh to think that I have read fo little, and writ- 
ten fo much. The following years of my life (hnll be 
more entirely devoted to the immediate and dircfl la- 
bours of my ftation, excepting thofe hours that may be 
employed in finifliing my imitation of the Pfalms of 
David, in chriftian language, which I have now pro- 
inifed the world *. 

I cannot court the world to purchafe this book for 
their pleafure or entertainment, by telling them that 
any one copy entirely pleafes me. The bed of them 
finks below the idea which I form of a divine or moi*al 
ode. He that deals in the myfterics of Heaven, or of 
the Mufes, fhould be a genius of no vulgar mould : 
And as the name Vates belongs to both ; fo the furni- 
ture of both is comprifed in that line of Horace, 
" -^— Cui mens divinior, atque os 
" Magna fonaturum— " 
But what Juvenal fpake in his age, abides true in 
ours : A compleat Poet or a Prophet is fuch a one j 
« — Qualem nequeo monftrare, & fentio tantum." 

Perhaps neither of thefe chara^lers in perfeftion fhall 
ever be feen on earth, till the feventh angel has founded 
h.s awful trumpet 5 till the yi^ory be compleat over 

* lo the year 1719 thefe were finished and printed. 

D 3 the 
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the beaft and his image, when tlie natives of he 
/hall .join in concert with prophets and faints, anc 
to ^eir golden harps " falvation, honour and glo 
** Him that fits upon the throne, and to the Lam 
« ever." 

May 14, 1709, 
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HORiE LYRIC iE. 

BOOK I. 

Sacred to Devotion and Piety. 



WORSHIPPING WITH FEAR. 

"IT 7HO dares attempt th' eternal Name^ 

^ ^ With notes of mortal found ? 
Dangers and glories guard the thcme^ 

And fpread defpair around. 
Deftru6lion waits t' obey his frown. 

And Heaven attends his fmile ; 
A wreath of lightning arms his crown^ 

But love adorns it ftill. 

Celeftial king, our fpirits lie. 

Trembling beneath thy feet. 
And wi/h, and caft a longing eye. 

To reach thy lofty feat. 

D 4- When 
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When fliall we fee the Great Unknown, 

And in thy prefence ftand ? 
Reveal the fplendors of thy throne. 

But Ihieid us with thy hand. 

In thee what endlefs wonders meet I 

What various glory (hines ! 
The croffing rays too fiercely beat 

Upon our fainting minds. 

Angels are loft in fweet furprize 

If thou unvall thy grace j 
And humble awe runs through the fkies. 

When wrath arrays thy face. 

When mercy joins with majefty 

To fpread their beams abroad. 
Not all their faireft minds on high 

Are Ihadows of a God. 

Thy works the ftrongeft feraph fings 

In a too feeble ftrain, 
And labours hard on all his ftnngs 

To reach thy thought? in vain. 

Created powers, how weak tliey be t 

How (hurt our praifes fall I 
So much akin to nothing we,. 

And thou th' eternal AlU 
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ASKING LEAVE TO SING. 

V'ET, mighty God, indulge my tongue. 

Nor let thy tliunders roar, 
Whilft the young notes and venturous fong 
To worlds of glory Ibar. 

If thou my daring flight forbid. 

The Mufc fo!ds-up her wings j 
Or at thy word her flender reed 

Attempts almighty things. 

Her flender reed, infpir'd hy thee. 

Bids a new Eden grow, 
With blooming life on cvciy tree. 

And fprcads a Henven below. 

She mocks the trumpet's loud alarms, 

Fiird with thy dreadful breath : 
And calls th' angelic hods to arms, 
,To give the nations death. 

But when flie taftes her Saviour's love. 

And feels the rapture ftrong. 
Scarce the divined harp above 

Aims at a fweeter fong. 



DIVINE 
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DIVINE JUDGMENTS 

"^rOT from the du ft my forrows fprlng, 
^ ^ Nor drop my comforts from the lower Ikl 
Let all the baneful planets fhed 
Their mingled curfes on my head, 
How vain their curfes, if th' Eternal King 
Look through the clouds and blcfs ma with his 
Creatures with all their boalled fway 
Are but his flaves, and muil obey j 
They wait their orders from above. 
And execute his word, the vengeance, or the lov 

'Tis by a warrant from his hand 
The gentler gales are bound to deep : 
Tke North wind blufters, and affumes commanc 
Over the defert and the deep j 
Old Boreas with his freezing powers 
Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glafs, 
Arrefts the dancing rivulets as they pafs. 

And chains them movelefs to their fliores 
The gracing ox lows to the gelid fkics. 
Walks o'er the. marble meads with withering ey 
Walks o'er the folid lakes, fnufFs up the wind, a* 

Fly to the polar world, my fong, 
And mourn the pilgrims there, (a wretched lhr< 

Seiz'd and bound in rigid chains, 
A troop of ftatues on the Ruflian plains. 
And life ftands frozen jn the purple veins. 

Atheifty forbear $ no more blafpheme : 
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God has a thoufand terrors in his name, 

A thoufand armies at command. 

Waiting the fignal of his hand, 
ind magazines of froft, and magazines of flame* 

Drefs thee in fteel to meet his wrath 5 

His (harp artillery from the North 
lall pierce thee to the foul, and (hake thy mortal fi*ame* 

Sublime on Winter's rugged wings 

He rides in arms along the iky, 
nd fcatters fate on fwains and kings ; 

And flocks and herds, and nations die ; 

While impious lips, profanely bold, 
row pale ; and, quivering at his dreadful cold^ 

Give their own blafphemiesi the lie. \ 

The mifchiefs that infeft the earth, 
'^hen the hot dog-ftar fires the realms on high> 

Drought and difeafe, and cruel dearth, 
re but the flafhes of a wrathful eye 

From the incensM Divinity. j^i| 

In vain our parching palates thirfl^ «^ 

)r vital food in vain we cry, 

And pant for vital breath ; 

The verdant fields are burnt to duft. 

The Sun has drunk the channels dry. 
And all the air is death. 

Ye fcourges of our Maker's rod, 
is at his dread command, at his imperial nod. 

You deal your various plagues abroad* 

5 HaiU 
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Hail, whirlwinds, hurricanes, and floods^ 
\ That all the leafy ftandards ftrip, 

And bear down with a mighty fweep 
The riches cf the fields, and honours of the woods j 
Storms, that ravage o'er the deep. 
And bury millions in the waves ; 
Earthquakes, that in midnight fleep 
Turn cities into heaps, and make our beds our grave; 

While you difpenfe your mortal harms, 
"*Tis the Creator's voice that founds your loud alarms 
When guilt with louder cries provokes a God to arms 

for a meflage from above 
'to bear my fpirits up ! 

Some pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my terrors and fupport my hope ! 

Let waves and thunders mix and roar. 
Be thou my God, and the whole world is mine : 
While thou art Sovereign, I'm fecure ; 

1 ihall be rich till thou art poor ; 

For all I fear, ^nd all I wifh, Heaven, Earth, and II< 
are thine. 



EARTH AND HEAVEN. 

TT AST thou not feen, impatient boy ? 
''" **' Haft thou not read the folemn truth. 
That grey experience writes for giddy youth 
On every mortal joy f 

PicoA 
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Pleafure muft be dafliM with pain ; 

And yet, with heedlefs bade. 

The thirfty boy repeats the tafte, 
Nor hearkens to defpair, but tries the bowl again* 
The rills of pleafure never run fmcere : 

(Earth has no unpolluted fpiing) 
From the curs'd foil fome dangerous taint they bear; 
So rofes grow on thorns, and honey wears a fting. 

In vain we feek. a Heaven below the iky 5 
The world has falfe, but flattering, charms : 

Its diftant joys Ihow big in our eftcem. 

But leflen ftill as they draw near the eye ; 
In our embrace the vifions die. 
And when we grafp the airy forms. 
We lofe the pleaung dream. 

Earth, with her fcenes of gay delight. 

Is but a landikip rudely drawn, 

With glaring colours, and falfe light; 

Diilance commends it to the fight. 
For fools to gaze upon j 

But bring the naufeous daubing nigh, 
Coarfe and confus'd the hideous figures lie, 
DiiTolve the pleafure, and offend the eye. 

Look up, my foul, pant towVd th* eternal hills ; 

Thofe Heavens are fairer than they fcem j 
There pleafures all fmcere glide on in cryftal rills. 
There not a dreg of guilt defiles. 
Nor grief dillurt)s the flream. 

7 That 
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That Canaan knows no noxious thing. 
No curfed foil, no tainted fpring, 
Nor rofcs grow on thorns, nor honey wears a fting. 

FELICITY ABOVE. 

"VTO, 'tis in vain to feek. for blifs ; 
•^ ^ For blifs can ne'er be found 
Till we arrive where Jefus is. 
And tread on heavenly ground. 

There 's nothing round thefe painted flcies, 

Or round tliis dufty clod ; 
Nothing, my foul, that 's worth thy joys, 

Or lovely as thy God. 

'Tis Heaven on Earth to tafte his love, 

To feel his quickening grace ; 
And all the Heaven I hope above 
• Is but to fee his face. 

Why move my years in flow delay ? 

O God of ages ! why ? 
Let the fpheres cleave, and mark my way 

To the fupcrior flcy. 

Dear Sovereign, break thefe vital firings 

That bind me to my clay ; 
Take ire, Uriel, on thy wings. 

And ilretch and foar away. 

GOD'S 
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GOD's Dominion and Decrees. 

J/EEP filencc, all created things, 
^ And wait your Maker's nod : 
^he Mufe (lands trembling while (he (ings 
The honours of her God. 

I'ife, Death, and Hell, and worlds unknown 

Hang on his firm decree : 
He fits on no precarious throne. 

Nor borrows leave to be. 

Th' almighty voice bid ancient Night 

Her endlefs realms refign. 
And lo, ten thoufand globes of light 

In fields of azure (hine. 

Now Wifdom with fuperior fway 

Guides the vaft moving frame, 
AVhilit all the ranks of being pay 

Deep reverence to his name. 

Hefpakej the fun obedient ftood. 

And held the falling day : 
Old Jordan backward drives his Hood, 

And difappoints the fea. 

Lord of the armies of the (ky. 
He mar(hals all the ftars j 
^ed comets lift their banners high, 
. And wide proclaim his wars. 
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ChalnM to his throne a volume lies. 

With all the fates of men, 
With every angel's form and fize. 

Drawn by th' eternal pen. 

His providence unfolds the book. 
And makes his counfcls /hine : 

Each opening leaf, and every (Irokc, 
Fulfils fome deep defign. 

Here he exalts negle6led worms 

To fceptres and a crown j 
Anon the following page he turns. 

And treads the monarch down. 

Not Gabriel alks the reafon why. 

Nor God the reafon gives ; 
Nor dares the favoume-angel pry 

Between the folded leaves. 

My God, I never long'd to fee 

My fate with curious eyes. 
What gloomy lines are writ for me. 

Or what bright fcenes (hall rife. 

In thy fair book of life and grace 

May I but find my name, 
Recorded in fome liumble place 

Beneath my Lord the Lamb I 
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SELF-CONSECRATION. 

r grieves me, Lord, it grieves me fore. 
That I have liv'd to thee no more. 
And wafted half my days ; 
My inward power fhall burn and flame 
With zeal and paiHon for thy name, 
irould not fpeak, but for my God, nor move, but t« 
his praiie. 

What are my eyes but aids to fee 
The glories of the Deity 

InfcribM with beams of light 
1 flowers and ftars ? Lord, I behold 
The fhining azure, green and gold ; 
It when I try to read thy name, a dimnefs veils mjr 
fight. 

Mine ears are rais'd when Virgil fings 

Sicilian fwains, or Trojan kings. 

And drink the mufic in : 
^hy fhould the trumpet's brazen voice. 

Or oaten reed, awak^e my joys, 
nd yet my heart fo ftupid lie when facred hymns begin ? 

hange me, O God 5 my flefh fhall be 
•n inftrument of fong to thee. 
And thou the notes infpire: 
My tongue fhall keep the heavenly chime, 
Mychearful pulfe fhall beat the time, 
'>id fwcct variety of found fhall in thy praife confpire. 
E The 
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The deareft nerve about my heart, 
Should it refufe to bear a part, 

With my melodiou-s breath, 
I'd tear away the vital chord, 
A bloody viflim to my Lord, 
And live without that impious ftiing, or (hew my zca 

in d^ath. 



The CREATOR and Creatures. 

>/^ OD is a name my foul adores, 
^^ Th' Almighty Three, th* Eternal One 5 
Nature and grace, with all their powcfts, 
Confefs the Infinite Unknown. 

From thy Great Self thy being fprings ^ 
Thou art thine own original. 
Made up of uncreated things. 
And Self-fufficience bears them all. 

Thy Voice produced the feas and fpheres, ^ 
Bid the waves roar, and planets Aiine; 
But nothing like thy Self appears. 
Through all thefe fpacious works of thine* 
Still reftlefs Nature dies and grows ; 
From change to change the creatures run : 
Thy being no fucceflion knows. 
And all thy vail defigns are one : 

ft A.glsm 
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A glance of thine runs through the giobes, 
Rules the bright worlds, and moves their frame ; 
Broad (heets of light compofe thy robes ; 
Thy guards are form'd of living flame. 

Thrones and dominions round thee fall. 
And worfhip in fubmiflive forms ; 
Thy prefence (hakes this lower ball> 
This little dwelling-place of worms. 

How ihall afiright^ mortals dare 
To fing thy glory or thy grace. 
Beneath thy feet we lie fo far. 
And fee but (hadows of thy face ? 

Who can behold the blazing light ? 
Who can approach confuming flame ? 
None but thy wifdom knows thy might 5 
None but thy word can fpeak thy name* 

The NATIVITY of CHRIST. 

*« CHEPHERDS, rejoice, lift up your eyes, 

** And fend your fears away j 
** News from the region of the (kies, 
" Salvation 's bom to-day. 

** Jefus, the God whom Aigels fear, 

" Comes down to dwell with you ; 
* To-day he makes his entrance here, 

." But not as monarchs do, '^'J-. 

E2 "^^- <« N« 
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" No gold, nor purple fwadd ling-bands, 

** Nor royal Hiining things 5 
** A manger for his cradle ftands, 

** And holds the King of kings. 

" Go, Sheph.erds, where the Infant lies, 

** And fee his humble throne ; 
" With te^s of joy in all your eyes, 

«« Go, Shepherds, kifs the Son/* 

Thus Gabriel fang, and ftrait around 

The heavenly ai'mies throng, 
They tune their harps to lofty found, 

And thus conclude the fong : 

*' Glory to God that reigns above, 
** Let peace furround the earth $ 

** Mortals (hall know their Maker's love, 
" At their Redeemer's birth." 

Lord ! and fhall angels have their fongs, 

Afid men no tunes to raife ? 
O may we lo'e thefe uftlefs tongues 

When they forget to praife ! 

Glory to God that reigns above. 

That pitied us forlorn. 
We join to fing our Maker's love. 

For there 's a Saviour born. 



G ( 
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GOD GLORIOUS, AND SiNNERS SAVED* 

P ATHER, how wide thy glory fliines ! 

How high thy wonders rife ! 
Known through the earth by thoufand iigns. 
By thoufand through the ikies. 

Thofe mighty orbs proclaim thy power. 

Their motions 'fpeak thy (kill 5 
And on the wings of every hour. 

We read thy patience ftill. 

^^art of thy name divinely ftands 

On all thy creatures writ, 
They (hew the labour of thine hands. 

Or imprefs of thy feet. 

out when we view thy ftrange defign 

To fave rebellious worms, | 

W^here vengeance and companion join 

In their divined forms $ 

^ur thoughts are loft in reverend awe : 

We love and we adore j 
The firft arch-angel never faw 

So much of God before. • 
Here the whole Deity is known. 

Nor dares a creature giiefs 
Which of the glories brighteft ihone, ^ 

The jufticc or the grace. jK * 

E 3 When^* 
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When fmners broke the father's laws. 

The dying fon atones j 
Oh, the dear myfteries of his crofs ! 

The triumph of his groans ! 

Now the full glories of the Lamb 

Adorn the heavenly plains ; 
Sweet Cherubs learn Immanuers name. 

And try their choiceft ftrains. 

O may I bear fome humble part 

In that immortal fong ! 
Wonder and joys fhall tune my heart. 

And love command my tongue. 

THE HUMBLE E N QJJ I R Y. 

A French Sonnet imitated. 1695. 

<* Grand Dieu, tes Jugemens, &c/* 

t^ RACE rules below, and fits enthroned above, 
^^ How few the fparks of wrath ! how flow they move 
And drop and die in boundlefs feas of love ! 

But me, vile wretch ! fhould pitying love embrace 

Deep in its ocean, hell itfelf would blaze. 

And flafh, and burn me through the boundlefs feas. 

Yea, Lord, my guilt to fuch a vaftnefs grown 
% 'Seems to confine thy choice to wrath alone. 
And calls ihy power to vindicate thy throne. 

Tlun 
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Thine honour bids, " avenge thine injur'd name,*' 
Thy flighted loves a dreadful glory claim. 
While my moift tears might but incenfe thy flame. 
Should heaven grow black, almie^hty thunder roar. 
And vengeance. bl alt me, I could plead no more, 
But own thy juftice dying, and adore. 

Yet can thofe bolts of death that cleave the flood 
To reach a rebel, pierce this lacred fhroud, 
Ting'd in the vital ftream of my redeemer's blood. 

THE PENITENT PARDONED.. 

tjENCE from my foul, my fins, depart, 

Your fatal friendfhip now I fee ; 
*^ng have you dwelt too near my heart, 
Hence, to eternal diftance flee. 

Ve gave my dying Lord his wound, '* j/ 

Yet I carefs'd your viperous brood, -/^ 

And in my heart-ftrings lapp'd you round, -';i»^ 
You, the vilt* murderers of my God. 

Black heavy thoughts, like mountains, roll 
O'er my poor bread, with boding fears, 
And, cruftiing hard my tortur'd foul. 
Wring through my eyes the briny tears. 

Forgive my treafons. Prince of Grace ! 
The bloody Jews were traitors too. 
Yet thou haft pray'd for that cursM race,. 
** Father, they knoW not .what they do.'' ' 

E 4 Great 
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Great advocate, look down and fee 

A wretch, whofe fmarting forrowg bleed i 

plead the fame excufe for me ! 
For, Lord, I knew not what I did. 

Peace, my complaints 5 let every groan 
JJe ftill, and fiience wait his love ; 
Compaflions dwell amidft his throne, 
And through his inmoft bowels move. 

Lo, from the everlafting fkies, 
Gently, as morning-dews diftil, 
The dove immortal downward flies. 
With peaceful olive in his bill. 
How fwcet the voice of pardon founds I 
Sweet the relief to deep dlftrefs ! 

1 feel the balm that heals my woimds, 
And all my powers adore the grace. 

A Hymn of Praise for three great Salvatio 
Vi z. 
T. From the Spanifh Invafion, 1588. 
a. From the Gun-powder Plot, Nov. 5. 
3. From Popery and Slavery by K. William 
Glorious Memory, who landed, Nov. 5, 1688. 
Compofed, Nov. 5, i6« 

TN-FINITE God, thy counfels ftand 
-"- Like mountains of eternal brafs. 
Pillars to prop our fmking land. 
Or guardian rocks to break the Teas. 

^ • Fi 
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From pole to pole thy name is known. 
Thee a whole heaven of angels praife ; 
Our labouring tongues would reach thy throne 
With the loud friumphs of thy grace. 

Part of thy church, by thy command. 
Stands rais'd upon the Britifh ides $ 
" There," faid the Lord, ** to ages ftand, 
" Firm as the everlafting hills.'* 

In vain the Spanifti ocean roar'd; 
Its billows fweird againft our fhore. 
Its billows funk beneath thy word. 
With all the floating war they bore. 

Come, faid the fons of bloody Rome, 

Let us provide new arms from hell : 

And down they digged through earth's dark womb^ 

And ranfack'd all the burning cell. 

Old Satan lent them fiery ftores, 
Jnfemal coal, and fulphurous flame. 
And all that burns, and all that roars. 
Outrageous fires of dreadful name. 

Beneath the fenatc and the throne, 
Engines of hellifh thunder lay ; 
There the dark feeds of fire were fown. 
To fpring a bright, but difmal day. 

Thy Love beheld the black defign. 
Thy Love that guards our iiland round ^ • 
Strange ! how it quench'd the fiery mine. 
And cruih'd the tenipeift under ground. 

The 



r 



58 WATTS'S POEMS^. 



The Second Part* 

A SSUME, my tongue, a nobler ftrain, 
■*^ Sing the new wonders of the Lord $ 
The foes revive their powers again. 
Again they die beneath his fword. 
Dark as our thoughts our minutes roll. 
While tyranny pofTefs'd the throne. 
And murderers of an Irifli foul 
Ran, threatening death, through every town^ 

The Romifti prieft, and BritiHi prince, 
JoinM their beft force, and blackeft charms. 
And the fierce troops of neighbouring France 
OfferM the fervice of their arms. 

'Tis done, they cryM, and laugh'd aloud. 
The courts of darknefs rang with joy, 
Th' old Serpent hifsM, and hell grew proudy 
While ZIon mournM her ruin nigh. 

But lo, the great deliverer fails, 
Commiffion'd from Jehovah's hand. 
And fmiling fcas, and wifhing gales, 
Convey hira to the longing land. 

The happy day*, and happy year. 
Both in our new falvation meet : 
The day t that quenc*h'd the burning fnare, 
' 'I. The year th<* burnt th' invading fleet. 

» Nov. 5, 168 J. f Nov, Sf 158^. 



s 



LYRIC POEMS, Book I. 59 

w did thine arm, O God of Hods, 
V did thine arm (hine dazling bright, 
: fens of might their hands had loft, 
i men of blood fx>rgot to fight. 

jades of angels lin'd the way, 
d guarded William to his throne : 
;re, ye celeftial warriors, (lay, 
d make his palace like ybur own. 

sn, mighty God, the earth fhall know 
d learn the worfhip of the (ky : 
gels and Britons join below, 
raife their Hallelujahs high. 

Hallelujah, heavenly King ; 
lile diftant lands thy victory fing, 
d tongues their utmoft powers employ, 
i world's bright roof repeats the joy. 

THE INCOMPREHENSIBLE.. 

AR in the heavens my God retires. 
My G(k\, the mark of my defires. 

And hides his lovely face ; 
When he defcends within my view. 
He charms my reafon to purAie, 
leaves it tir'd and fainting in th' unequal chace. 

Or if I reach unufual height 

Till near his prefence brought. 
There floods of glory check ray flight. 
Cramp the bold pinions of my wit. 

And all untune my thought j 

Plun^'d 
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Plung'd in a fea of light I roll, 
Where wifdom, juftice, mercy, (hines j 
Infinite rays in crofUng lines 
Beat thick confufionoQ my fight, and overwhelm my i 

Come to my aid, ye fellow-minds. 
And help me reach the throne j 
(What fingle ftrength, in vain defigns. 
United force hath done 5 
Thus worms may join, and grafp the poles. 

Thus atoms fill the fea) 
But the v/hole race of creature-fouls 
Stretched to their laft extent of thought, plunge am 
loft in thee. 

Great God, behold my reafon lie* 
Adoring ; yet my love would rife 

On pinions not her own : 
Faith fliall direft her humble flight. 
Through all the traciclcfs feas of light, 
To Thee, th' Eternal Fair, the Infinite Unknown. 

DEATH AND ETERNITY. 

Ti ^ Y thoughts, that often mount the fkies, 
•^^■*- Go, fearch the world beneath. 
Where nature in all ruin lies. 
And owns her fovereign, death. 

The tyrant, how he triumphi here t 

His trophies fpread around 1 
And heaps of duft and bones appear 

Through all the hollow grQumU 

7 T 
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rhefe Ikulls, what ghaftly figures now ! 

How loathfome to the eyes ! 
hefc are the heads we lately knew 

So beauteous and fo wife. 

5ut where the fouls, thofe deathlefs things. 

That left his dying clay ? 
ily thoughts, now llretch out all your wings,* 

And trace eternity. 

) that unfathomable fea ! 

Thofe deeps without a fhore ! 
^here living waters gently play. 

Or fiery billows roar. 

'hu$ muft we leave the banks of life, 

And try this doubtful fea ; 

ain are our groans, and dying ftrife. 

To gain a moment's ftay. 

here we (hall fwim in heavenly blifs. 
Or fink in flaming waves, 
^hile the pale carcafs thoughtlefs lies, 
Amongft the filcnt graves. 

)me hearty friend (hall drop his tear 

On our dry bones, and fay, 

Thefe once were ftrong, as mine appear, ' 

" And mine muft be as they.'* 

hus (hall our mouldering members teach 
What now our fenfes karn : 
)r duft and aflies loudeft preach 
Man's infinite concern, 

A Sight 
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A Sight of Heaven in Sickitesi 

r\ FT have I fat in fecret fighs, 
^^ To feel ray flefli decay, 
Then groanM aloud with frighted eyes, 
Ta view the tottering clay. 

Biit I forbid my forrows now, 

Nor dares the flefh complain ; 
Difeafes bring their profit too ; 

The joy overcomes the pain. 

My chearful foul now all the day 

Sits waiting here and fmgs j 
Looks through the ruins of her clay, 

And praflifes her wings. 

Faith almoft changes into fight. 

While from afar (he fpies, 
Her fair inheritance, in light 

Above created flties. 

Had but the prifon walls been ftron^ 

And firm without a flaw. 
In darknefs fhe had dwelt too long. 

And Icfs of glory faw. 

But now the everlafting' hills 

Through every chink appear. 
And fomcthing of the joy (he feels 

While (he 's a prifoner here. 
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The flilnes of heaven rufli fwcetly in 

At all the gaping flaws t 
Vilions of endlefs blifs arc fecn ; 

And native air (he draws. 

may thefe walls ftand tottering ftill. 

The breaches never clofe, 
in inuft here in darknefs dwells 

And all this glory lofe ! 

Or rather let this flefh decay. 

The ruins wider grow, 
Till glad to fee th' enlarged' way, 

I ftretch'd my pinions through, 

The universal HALLELUJAH. 

Pfalm cxlviii. Paraphias'd. 

pRAISE ye the Lord with joyful tongue. 

Ye powers that guard his throne ; 
JeAis the Man fhall lead the fong, 
Thc-God infpire the tune. 

Gabriel, and aJl th' immortal choir 

That fill the realms above ; 
Sing ; for he form'd you of his fire. 

And feeds you with his love. 

Shine to his praife, ye cryftal fkies. 

The floor of his abode, 
Or veil your little twinkling eyes 

Before a brighter God. 

TiioB 
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Thou reftlefs globe 'of golcWh* light, 

Whofc beams create our days. 

Join with the filver queen of night. 

To own your boiTow'd rays. 

Blufh and refund the honours paid 

To your inferior names i 
Tell the blind world, your orbs are fed 

By his overflowing flames. 

Winds, ye (hall bear his name aloud 

Through the ethereal blue. 
For when his chariot is a cloud. 

He makes his wheels of you. 

Thunder and hail, and fires and florms. 

The troops of his command. 
Appear in all your dreadful forms. 

And fpeak his awful hand. 

Shout to the Lord, ye furging fea^ 

In your eternal roar ^ 
Let wave to wave refound Ws praife. 

And fhore reply to fhore : 
While monfters (porting on the flood. 

In fcaly filver fliine. 
Speak terribly their Maker-God, 

And la(h the foaming brine. 

But gentler things fliall tune his name 

To fofter notes than thefe. 
Young zephyrs breathing o'er the ftream, 

Or whifpering through the trees. 
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^ave your tall heads, ye- lofty pines. 

To him that bid y<m grow : 
Sweet clufters, bend the fruitful vines 
• On every thankful boiigh. 

^tt the (hrill birds his honour raife. 

And climb the morning-iky 5 
While groveling beafts attempt his praife 

In hoarfer harmony. 

Thus while the meaner creatures fing. 

Ye mortals, take the found, 
£cho the glories of your king. 

Through all the nations round. 

Tlr Eternal Name muft fly abroad 

From Britain to Japan j 
And the whole race fhall boW to God, 

That owns the name of man. 

The ATHEIST'S MISTAKE. 

T AUGH, ye prophane, and fwell and burft 
"^ With bold impiety : 
Vet (hall ye live for ever curs'd. 
And feek in vain to die. 

The gafp of your, expiring breath 

Configns your fouls to chains. 
By the laft agonies of death. 

Sent down to fiercer pains. 

F Yc 
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Ye ftand upon a dreadful deep. 

And all beneath is hell : 
Your weighty guilt will fink you deep. 

Where the olcl Terpen t fell. 

When iron (lumbersbind your fle/h. 
With ftrange farpriie you '11 find 

Immortal vigour fpring afrcfh, 
And tortures wake the mind ! 

Then you '11 confels, the frightful names 
Of plagues yoD fcornM before, 

No more fliall look like idle dreams. 
Like foolifh tales no more. 

Then (hall ye curfe that fatal day, 
(With flames upon your tongues) 

When you exchan^'d your fouls away 
For vanity and fongs. 

Behold the faints rejoice to die. 
For heaven fhines round their heads j 

And angel -guards, preparM to fly. 
Attend their fainting beds. 

Their longing fpirits part, and rife 

To their celcftial feat j 
Above thefe ruinableflcies 

They make their laft retreat. 

Hence, ye prophane,' I hate your ways, 

1 walk with pious fouls j 
There 's a wide difference in our racCj 

And diftant are our g6als, 
7 
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The LAW g-venat SINAI. 

ARM thee with thunder, heavenly Mufc, 
Ana keep th' expelling world in awe j 
Oft haft thou fung in gentler mood 
The melting mercies ot* thy God 5 
Now give thy fierceft fires a loofe. 
And found his dreadful law: 
To Ifrael fir ft the words were fpokc. 
To Ifrael freed from Egypt's yoke, 
Xnh\iman bondage ! The hard galling load 
Ovcr-prefs'd their feeble fouls. 
Bent their knees to fenfelcfs bulls. 
And broke their tics to God. 

^'ow had they pafs'd th' Arabian bay, 

And march'd between the cleaving fea ; 
The rifmg waves ftood guardians of their wondrous way. 

But fell with moft impetuous force 
On the purfuing fwarms, 

And bury'd Egypt all in arms, 
^lending in watery death the rider and the horfe : 
O'er ftruggling Pharaoh roll'd the mighty tide. 
And fav'd the labours of a pyramid. 

Apis and Ore invvain he cries. 

And all hi« horned Gods bcfide. 

He fwallows fate with fwimming eyes. 

And cursM the Hebrev<-8 as he dy'd. 

F 2 Ah f 
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Ah ! fooliih Ifrael, to comply 
With Memphian idolatry ! 
And bow to brutes, (a flupid flave) 

To idols impotent to fave ! 
Behold thy God, the fovereign of the iky. 
Has wrought falvation in the deep. 
Has bound thy foes in iron fleep, 

And rais'd thine honours high : 
His grace forgives thy follies paft. 
Behold he comes in majefty, 
And Sinai's top proclaims his law : 
Prepare to meet thy God in hafte 5 
But keep an awful diftance flill : 
Let Mofes round the facred hill 

The circling limits draw. 

Hark ! The fhrill echoes of the trumpet roar. 
And call the trembling armies near ; 
Slow and unwilling they appear, 
Rails kept them from the mount before. 
Now from the rails their fear : 

'Twas the fame herald, and the trump the fame 
Which ihall be blown by high command, 
Shall bid the wheels of nature (bnd. 
And heaven*s eternal will proclaim. 
That time fliall be no more. 

Thus while the labouring angel fwell'd the foun 

And rent the ikies, and (hook the gi'ound. 
Up rofe th' Almighty j round his fapphirc feat 
7 Ad 
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Adoring thrones in order fell ; 
The leffer powers at diftance dwell, 
And caft their glories down fucceflive at his feet j 

Gabriel the Great prepares his way, 
" Lift up your heads, Eternal doors," he cries $ 
Th' Eternal doors liis word obey. 
Open, and (hoot celedial day 

Upon the lower fkics. 
Heaven's mighty pillars bow'd their head. 
As their Creator bid. 
And down Jehovah rode from the fuperior fphere, 
A thoufand guards before, and myriads in the rear. 

His chariot was a pitchy clotid, 

The wheels befet with burning gems 5 

Tiie winds in harnefs with the flames 
Flew o'er th' ethereal road i 

Down through his magazines he paft 

Of hail, and ice, and fleecy fnovr. 

Swift roll'd the triumph, and as faft 
Did hail, and ice, in melted rivers flow. 

The day was mingled with the night. 
His feet on folid darknefs trod, 

His radiant eyes proclaim'd the God, 
And fcatter'd dreadful light ; 
He breath'd, and fuiphur ran, a fiery ftream : 
He fpoke, and (though with unknown fpeed he came) 
Chid the flow tcmpeft, and the lagging flame, 

Sinai received his glorious flight. 
With axle red, and glow'ng wheel, 

F y Bid 
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Did the winged chariot light, 
And rifing fmoke obfcurM the burning hili. 
Lo, it mounts in curling waves, 
Lo, the gloomy pride out-braves 
The (lately pyramids of fire : 
The pyramids to heaven afpire, 
And mix with ftars,butreetheirgloomyofFspringhigh 
So have you feen ungrateful ivy grow 
Round the tall oak 4hat fix fcore years has ftood. 
And proudly fhoot a leaf or two 
Above its kind Aipporters utmoft bough. 
And glory there to ftand the loftieft of the wood. 

Forbear, young Mufe, forbear j 
The flowery things that poets fay. 
The little aits of Simile 

Arc vain and ufelefs here ; 
Nor (hall the burning hills of old 

With Sinai be compared. 
Nor all that lying Greece has told. 

Or learned Rome has heard j 
^tna (hall be nam'd no more, 
^tna the torch of Sicily j 
Not half fo high 
Her lightnings fly. 
Not half fo loud her thunders roar 
Crofs the Sicanian fea, to fright th* Italian (here* 
Behold the facred hill : Its trembling fpirc 
Quakes at the terrors of the fire, 
While all below its verdant feet 
Stagger and reel unUcr tlr Almighty Weight t 

Prefs' 
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PrefsM with a greater than feign'd Atlas' load 
Deep groan'd the mount j it never bore 
Infinity before. 
It bow*d, and fhook beneath the burden of a God. 

Frefh horror* fcize the camp j defpair. 

And dying groans, torment the air. 

And ihrieks, and fwoons, and deaths were there i 
The bellowing thunder, and the lightning's blaze 

Spread through the hoft a wild amaze j 
Darknefs on every foul, and pale was every face a 

Confus'd and difmal were the cries. 

Let Mofes fpeak, or Ifrael dies : 

Mofes the fpreading terror feels. 

No more the Man of God conceals 
His (hivering and furprize : 

Yet, with recovering mind, commands 
Silence, and deep attention, through the Hebrew bands. 

Hark ! from the centre of the flame. 
All arm'd and feather'd with the fame, 
Majcftic founds break through the fmoaky cloud : 

Sent from the All-creating tongue, 
A flight of cherubs guard the words along^ 
And bear their fiery law to the retreating crowd* 

"I am the Lord : 'Tis I proclaim 
** That glorious and that fearful name. 

Thy God and King : 'Twas I, that broko 
** Thy bondage, and th' Egyptian yoke ; 
" Mine is the right tp fpeak my will, 
f* And thine the duty to fulfil. 

F 4 ' « Adw« 
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** Adore no God befide Me, to provoke mine eyes 
"Nor wor/hip Me in (hapes and forms that men devi 
*' With reverence ufe my name, nor turn my words to j 
•* Obferve my f^bbath well, nor dare prophane my re 
•* Honour and due obedience to thy parents give 5 
•* Nor fpill the guiltlefs blood, nor let the guilty Vv 
" Preferve thy body chafte, and flee th' unlawful be 
'* Pior fieal thy neighbour's gold, his garment, or 

<* bread 5 
" Forbear to blaft his name with falfehood, or deceit 
** Npr let thy wiihes loofe upon his large cftate." 

Remember your Creator, &c. Ecclef. xi 

/CHILDREN, to your Creator, God, 
^^ Your early honours pay. 
While vanity and youthful blood 
Would tempt your thoughts aftray. 

The memory of his mighty name, 

Demands your firft regard 5 
Nor dare indulge a meaner flame. 

Till you have lov'd the Lord. 

Be wife, and make his favour fure, 

Before the mournful days, 
When youth and mirth are known no more. 

And life and ftrength decays. 

No more the bleffings of a feaft 

Shall relifh on tl^e tongue. 
The heavy ear forgets the tall« 

And pleafure of a fong. 6 
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Old age, with all her dl/mal train. 

Invades your golden years 
With fighs and groans, and raging pain. 

And death, that never fpares. 

I What will ye do when light departs. 
And leaves your withering eyes, 
Without one beam to chear your hearts, 
Fi;om the fuperior fkies ? 

How will you meet God's frowning brow. 

Or (land before his feat, 
While nature's old fupporters bow. 

Nor bear their tottering weight ? 

Can you expe6i your feeble arms. 

Shall make a ftrong defence. 
When death, with terrible alarms. 

Summons the prifoner hence ? 

The filver bands of nature burft, 
. And let the building fall 5 
The fle/h goes down to mix with duft. 
Its vile original. 

^aden with guilt, (a heavy load) 

Uncleans'd and unforgiven, 
The foul returns t' an angry God, 

To be fhut out from heaven. 



Sun, 
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Sun, Moon, and Stars, praife ye the L o i 

FAIREST of all the lights above, 
Thou fun, whofc beams adorn the fpheresi 
And with un weary M fwiftnefs move, 
To form the circles of our years j 

Praife the Creator of the Ikies, 
That drefsM thine orb in golden rays ; 
Or may the fun forget to rife. 
If he forget his Maker's praife. 

Thou reigning beauty of the night. 
Fair queen of filence, (ilver moon, 
Whofc gentle beams and borrowM light 
Are fofter rivals of the noon ; 

Arife, and to that Sovereign Power 
Waxing and waning honours pay, 
Who bade thee rule the dulky hour. 
And half fupply the abfent day. 

Ye twinkling ftars, who gild the fkles 
When darknefs has its curtains drawn, 
Who keep your watch, with wakeful eyes. 
When bufinefs, cares, and day, are gone ; 

Proclaim the glories of your Lord, 
Difpers'd through all the heavenly ftreet, 
Whofe boundlefs treafures can afford 
So rich a pavement for his feet. 
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Thou heaven of heavens, fupremely bright. 
Fair palace of the court diyine, . 
Where, with inimitable light, 
The Godhead condcfcends to /hine j 

I^raife thou thy great Inhabitant, 
Who fcatters lovely beams of grace 
On every angel, every faint. 
Nor veils the luftre of his face, 

God of Glory, God of Love, 
Thou art the fun that makes our days: 
With all thy ihinihg works above, 
Let earth and duft attempt thy praife. 

The WELCOME MESSENGER. 

T ORD, when we fee a faint of thine 

Lie gapping out his breath, 
^ith longing eyes, and looks divine. 
Smiling and pleasM in death j 

How we could ev'n contend to lay 

Our limbs upon that bed \ 
We aik thine envoy to convey 

Our fpirits in his ftead« 

Our fouls are rifmg on the wing. 

To venture in his place ; 
For when grim death has loft his fting, 

He has an angers face. 

Jcfutf 
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Jcfus, then, purge my crimes away, 

'Tis guilt creates my fears, 
'Tis guilt gives death its fierce array. 

And all the arms it bears. 

Oh ! if my threatening fins were gone. 

And death had loil his (ling, 
J could invite the angel on. 

And chide his lazy wing. 

Away thefe interpofmg days. 

And let the lovers meet ; 
The angel has a cold embrace. 

But kind, and foft, and fwect. 

I M leap at once my feventy years, 

I M i*u(Ti into his arms, 
And lofe my breath, and all my cares, 

Amidft thofe heavenly charms. 

Joyful I 'd lay this body down. 

And leave the lifelefs clay. 
Without a figh, without a groan. 

And ftretch and foar away. 



SINCERE PRAISE. 

LMIGHTY Maker, God I 
How wondrous is thy na;Tie I 
Thy glories how diffusM abroad 
Through the creation's fiame I 

Nature 



A' 
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Nature in every drefs 
Her humble homage pays, 
^d finds a thoufand ways t' exprefs 
Thine undiflembled praife* 

In native white and red 
The rofe and lily ftand, 
A.ndy free from pride, their beauties fpread. 
To (hew thy fkilful hand. 

The lark mounts up th^ (ky. 
With unambitious foiig, 
/Vnd bears her Maker^s praife on high 
Upon her artlefs tongue. 

My foul would rife and fing 
To her Creator too, 
^ain would my tongue adore my King^ 
And pay the worihip due. 

But pride, that bufy Hn, 
Spoils all that I perform | 
'Urs*d pride, that creeps fecurely Id, 
And fwells a haughty worm. 

Thy glories I abate. 
Or praife thee with defign ; 
c>me of the favours I forget, 

Or think the merit mine, 

• 

The very fongs I frame 
Are faithle(k to thy caufe, 
ind fteal the honours of thy name 
To build their own applaufe. 

Create 
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Create my foul anew, 
Elfe all my worfhip 's vain ; 
This wi-etched htart will ne'er be true. 
Until 'tis foi-m'd agaii% 

Defcend, celeftial fire, 
And feize me from above 5 
Melt me m flames of pui'e defife, 
A facrifice to love. 

Let joy and worfliip (pend 
The remnant of my days. 
And to my God, my foul, afcend. 
In fweet perfumes of praife. 

TRUE LEARNING. 

Partly imitated from a French Sonnet-of Mr. Poir 

TT APPY the feet that fhining Truth has led 
*■- •* With her ovin hand to tread the path (he plea 
To fee her native luftre round her fpread. 

Without a veil, without a fhade. 
All beauty, and all light, as in herfelf ihe is. 

Our fenfes cheat us with the prefling crowds 
Of painted ftiapes they thruft upon the mind 1 
The truth they Ihew lies wrap'd in fevenfold fliroud 

Our fenfes caft a thoufand clouds 
On unenlighten'd fouls, and leave them doubly blii 

11 
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I hate t!ie duft that fierce difputers raife. 

And lofe the mind in a wild maze of thought t 

What empty trifliijgs, and what fubtJe ways. 

To fence and guard by rule and rote I 
Our God will never charge us, That we knew them Not. 

Touch, heavenly Word, O touch thefe curious fouU i 
Since I have heard but one foft hint from Thcc, 
From all the vain opinions of the fchools 

(That pageantry of knowing fools) 
I feel my powers released, and (land divinely free. 
Twas this Almighty Word that all things made. 
He grafps whole nature in his fingle hand 5 
All the eternal truths in him are laid, 

The ground of all things, and their head, 
The circle where they move, and centre-where they (lanti. 

Without his aid I have no fure defence, 
' From troops of errors that befiege me round j 
But be that refts his reafon and his fenfe 

Faft here, and never wanders hence, ^ 

Unmoveable he dwells upon unfhaken ground. 
Infinite Truth, the life of my defires. 
Come fr6m the Iky, and join thyfelf to me ; 
I'm tir'd with hearing, and this reading tires ; 

But never tir'd of telling Thee, 
Tis thy fair face alone my fpirit bums to fee. 

Speak to my Toul, alone, no other band 
Shall mark my path out with deluGve art : 
AH nature nient in his prefence ftand 5 
Creatures, be dumb at his command. 
And leave his fingle voice to whifper to my heart. 

Ketii-c, 
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Retire, my foul, within thy felf retire. 
Away from fenfe and every outward /how : 
Now let my thoughts to loftier themes afpire. 
My knowledge now on wheels of fire 

May mount and fprcad above, furveying all below 

The Lord grows lavifti of his heavenly light. 
And pours whole floods on fuch a mind as this : 
Fled from the eyes, flie gains a piercing fight. 
She dives into the infinite, 
And fees unutterable things in that unknown abyf: 

TRUE WISDOM. 

T)Ronounce him bleft, my Mufe, whom Wifdom i 
^ In her own path to her own heavenly feat 5 
Through all the ftorms his foul fecurely glides, 
Nor can the tempefts, nor the tides. 
That rife and roar around, fupplant his fteady feet 

Earth, you may let your golden arrows fly. 
And feek, in vain, a paffage to his breaft> 
Spread all your painted toys to court his eye. 
He fmiles, and fees them vainly try 
To lure bis foul afide from her eternal reft. 

Our head-ftrong lufts, like a young fiery horfe. 
Start, and fl^e raging in a violent covacCt $ 
He tames and breaks them, manages and rides t 
Checks their career, and turns and guides the 
And bids his reafon bridk their licentious force* 
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lord of himfelf, be rules his wildeft thoughts, 
^And boldly a£ls what calmly he deiignM, 

Whilft he looks down and pities human faultf ; 
Nor can he think, nor can he find 
A plague like reigning pailions, and a fubje^l mind* 

But oh ! 'tis mighty toil to reach this height. 
To vanquifh felf is a laborious art 5 
What manly courage to fuftain the fight 
To bear the noble pain, and part 
^"^ith thofe dear charming tempters rooted in the heart I 

Tis hard to ^nd when all the paflions move. 
Hard to awake the eye that paflion blinds j 
To rend and tear out this unhappy love, 
That clings fo clofe about our minds, 
LAnd where th* inchantcd foul fo fweet a poifon finds. 

W Hard j but it may be done. Come, heavenly fire, 
Lftome to my breaft, and with one powerful ray 
Melt off my lufts, my fetters : I can bear 
A while to he a tenant here, 
Botnot be chainM and prifonM in a cage of clay. 

Heaven is ray home, and I rauft ufe my wings 5 
Sublime above the globe my flight afpires ; 
I have a foul was made to pity kings. 
And all fheir little glittering things; 
Ibave a foul .was made for infinite defires. 

LoosM from tne earth, my heart is upward i^own ; 
f arewcjl, my fnends, and all that once was mine ; 
G Now^ 
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Now, ihould you fix my feet on Cxfar's throne* 
Crown me, and call the world my own. 
The goJd that binds my brows could ne'er my foul confi 

" I am the Lord's, and Jefus is my love ; 
He, the dear God, fiiall fill my vaft defire. 
My fleflx below; yet I can dwell above, 
And nearer to my Saviour move ; 
There all my fohl fliall center, all my powers confpir 

Thus I with angels live ; thus half-divine 
I fit on high, ncr mind inferior joys: 
FJird with his love, I feel that God is mine* 
His glory is my great defign. 
That everlafting projcft all my thofughts employs. 

A SONG to Creating Wisdom. 

PART I. 

TT^TERNAL Wifdom, thee we praife, 
-^-^ Thee the creation fings : 
With thy loud name, rocks, hills, and feas. 
And heaven's high palace rings. 

Place me on the bright wings of day 

To travel with the fun j 
With what amaze (hall I furvey 

The wonders thou haft done ! 

Thy hand how wide it fpread the Iky 1 

How glorious to behold ? 
Ting'd v/ith a blue of heavenly dye. 

And ftarr'd with fparkling gold. 

4 Th< 
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There thou haft bid the globes of light 

Their endlels circles run 5 
There the pale planet rules the night. 

And day obeys the fun. 

PART II. 

Downward I turn my wondering eyes 

On elouds and ftorms below, 
Thofe under-regions of the flcies 

Thy numerous glories ihow. 

The noify winds ftand ready there 

Thy orders to obey, 
With founding wings they fweep the air^ 

To make thy chariot way. 

There, like a trumpet, loud and ftrongi 

Thy thunder (hakes our coaft : 
While the red lightnings wave along. 

The banners of thine hoft. 

On the thin air, without a prop. 

Hang fruitful fliowers around : 
At thy command they fink, and dropr 

Their fatnefs on the ground. 

PART III. 

Now to the earth. I bend my fong^ 

And caft my eyes abroad. 
Glancing the Britifh ifles along; 

Bleft ifles, confefs your God.- 

G X Aow 
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How did his wondrous (kill array 

* Your fields in charming green j 

A thoufand hejrbs his art difplay, 

A thoufand flowers bctvycen ! 

Tall oaks for future navies grow. 

Fair Albion's beft defence, 
While com and vines rejoice below, 

Thofc luxuries of fenfe. 

The bleating flpclcs his pafture feeds : 

And herds of larger fize. 
That bellow through the Lindian meads. 

His bounteous hand fupplies. 

P A R T IV. 

We fee the Thames carefs the ihores. 

He guides her filver flood : 
While angry Severn fwells and roars. 

Yet hears her ruler God. 

The rolling mountains of the deep 

Obferve his ftrong command ; 
His breath can raife the billows deep. 

Or fmk them to the fand. 

Amid ft thy watery kingdoms, Lord, 

The finny nations play. 
And fcdly monfters, at thy word, 

Rufli through the northern fea. 

4 PAR 
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PART V. 

Thy glories blaze all nature round. 

And ftrike the gazing fight, 
Through (kies, and Teas, and folid ground. 

With terror and delight. 

Infinite ftrength, and equal (kill. 

Shine through the worlds abroad. 
Our fouls with vaft amazement fill. 

And fpeak the builder God. 

But the fweet beauties of thy grace 

Our fofter pailions move 5 
Pity divine in Jefus face 

We fee, adore, and love. 

G O D's Abfolute Dominion, 

T ORD, when my thoughtful fouj furveys 
^^ Fire, air, and earth, and ftars and feas, 

I call them all thy (laves ; 
CommidionM by my Father's will, 
I^oifons (hall cure, or balms (hall kill 5 

Vernal funs, or zephyr's breath. 
May burn or blaft the plants to death 

That (harp December faves ; 

What can winds or planets boaft 

But a precarious power ? 
The fun is all in darknefs loft, 
Froft (hall be fire, and fire beTroft, 

When he appoints the hour. 

G 3 Lo> 
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Lo, the Norwegians near the polar fky 

Chafe their frozen fimbs with fnow. 

Their frozen lijmbs awake and glow. 

The vital flame touch'd with a ftrangc fupply 
Rekindles, for the God of life is nigh 5 
He bids the vital flood in wonted circles flow. 

Cold fteel, exposed to northern air, 
Drinks the meridian fury of the midnight Bear, 

And burns th' unwary ftranger there. 

Enquire, my foul, of ancient fame. 

Look back two thoufand years, and fee 

Th' Aflyrian prince transformed a brute, 

For boafting to be abfolute : 
Once to his court the God of Ifrael came, 

A King more abfolute than he, 

I fee the furnace blaze with rage 

Sevenfold : I fee amidft the flame 

Three Hebrews of immortal name : 
They move, they walk acrofs the burning ftage 
Unhurt, and fearleis, while the tyrant Hood 

A ftatife J fear congeal'd his blood : 

Nor did the raging element dare 

Attempt their garments, or their hair : 
It knew the Lord of nature there. 
Nature, compelPd by a fuperior caufe,' 

Now breaks her own eternal laws. 

Now feems to break them, and obeys 

Her fovereign king in different ways. 

Father, how bright thy gloricn fliine ! 

How broad thy kingdom, how divine ! 
Nature, and miracle, and fate, and chance, are thine* 

Hence 
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Hence from my heart, ye idols, flee, 

Ye founding names of vanity ! 

No more my lips (hall facrifice 

To chance and nature, tales and lies : 
Creatures without a God can yield me no fuppliei. 

What is the fun, or what the fliade. 

Or frofts, or flames, to kill or fave ? 
His favour is my life, his lips pronounce me dead ; 

And as his awful di^lates hid. 

Earth is my mother, or my grave. 

CONDESCENDING GRACE. 

In Imitation of the cxivth Pfalm. 

WjT hen the Eternal bows the flcies, 
^^ To vifit earthly things, 
With fcorn divine he turns his eyes 
From towers of haughty kings j 

Rides on a cloud difdainful by . 

A Sultan, or a Czar, 
Laughs at the worms that rife Co high. 

Or frowns them from afar ; 

He bids his awful chariot roll 

Far downward from the fkles> 
To vifit every humble foul. 

With plcafure in his eyes. 

Why ftiould the Lord that reigns above 

Difdain fo lofty kings? 
Say, Lord, and why fuch looks of love 

Upon fuch worthlefs things ? 

G 4 M!^U.\v>. 
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Mortals, be dumb ; what creature dares 

Jpifpute his awful will ? 
Aik no account of his affairs. 

But tremble, and be ftill. 

Juft like his nature is his grace, 

AM fovereign, and all free j 
Great God, how fearchlefs are thy ways ! 

How deep thy judgments be ! 

THE INFINITE. 

O OME feraph, lend your heavenly tongue. 

Or harp of golden ftring, 
That I may raife a lofty fong 
To our Eternal King. 

Thy names, how infinite they be ! 

Great Everlafting One ! 
Boundlefs thy might and majefty, 

And unconfinM thy throne. 

' Thy glories fhine of wondrous fize. 
And wondrous large thy grace j 
Immortal day breaks from thine eyes. 
And Gabriel veils his face. 

Thine effence is a vaft abyfs, 

Which afifigels cannot found. 
An ocean of infinities 

Where all our thoughts are drown'd. 



^ 



he 
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The myftcries of creation lie 

Beneath enlightened minds. 
Thoughts can afcend above the fky. 

And fly before the winds. 

^eafon may grafp the mafly hills. 

And ftretch from pole to pole. 
But half thy name our fpirit fills. 

And overloads our foul. 

In vain our haughty reafon fwells. 

For nothing^s found in Thee 
But boundlefs unconceivables. 

And vaft eternity. 

CONFESSION AND PARDON. 

ALAS, my aking heart ! 
/*■ Here the keen torment lies ; 
It racks my waking hours with fmart. 
And frights my flumbering eyes. 

Guilt will be hid no more. 
My griefs take vent apace, 
The crimes that blot my confcience o'er 
Flufli crimfon in my face. 

My forrows, like a flood, 
Impatient of reflraint. 
Into thy bofom, O my God, 
Pour out a long complaint. 

This 



/ 



^6 WATTS^S POEMS^ 

This impious heart of mine 
Could once defy the Lord, 
Could ru(h with violence on to fin. 
In prefence of thy fword. 

How often have I ftood 
A rebel to the ikies^ 
The calls, the tenders of a God, 
And mercy^s loudeft cries ! 

He offers all his grace, 
And all his heaven to me ; 
Offers ! but 'tis to fenfelefs brafs. 
That cannot feel nor fee. 

Jefus the Saviour (lands 
To court me from above. 
And looks and fpreads his wounded hands. 
And (hews the prints of love. 

But I, a ftupid fool, 
How long have I withflood 
The bledings purchased with his foul, 
And paid for all in blood 1 

The heavenly Dove came down 

And tendered me his wings 

To mount me upward to a crown. 

And bright immortal thihgs. 

Lord, I 'm afham'd to fay 
That I refusM thy Dove, 
And fent thy Spirit griev'd away. 
To his own realms of love. 
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lot all thine heavenly charms, 
[or terrors of thy hand, 
lid force me to lay down my arms, 
^nd bow to thy command. 

-ord, 'tis againft thy face 
vly fins like arrows rife, 

4 yet, and yet (O matchlefs grace !) 
rhy thunder filent lies. 

3 (hall I never feel 
The meltings of thy love ? 
n I fuch hell-harden'd fteel 
That mercy cannot move ? 

^low for one powerful glance. 
Dear Saviour, from thy face ! 
lis rebel-heart no more withftands. 
But finks beneath thy grace. 

Overcome by dying love I fall. 

Here at thy crofs I lie ; 

id throw my flefh, my foul, my all, 

A.nd weep, and love, and die. 

Rife, fays the Prince of Mercy, rife, 

With joy and pity in his eyes : 

Rife, and behold my wounded veins. 

Here flows the blood to wafti thy ftains. 

See my Great Father reconcil'd :" 

5 faid. And lo, the Father fmird : 

he joyful cherubs clap'd their wings, 

nd founded grace on all their ilrings. 

Young 
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Young Men and Maidens^ Old Men and Bal 
praife ye the Lord, Pfal. cxlviii. 12. 

QONS of Adam, bold and young, 
*^ In the wild mazes of whofe veins 
A flood of fiery vigoyr reigns. 

And weilds your a6live limbs, with hardy (inews (fa 
Fall proftrate at th' eternal throne 
Whence your precarious powers depend ; 

Nor fwell as if your lives were all your own, 
But choofe your Maker for your friend ; 

His favour is your life, his arm is your fupport, " 

His hand can ftretch your days, or cut your minutes 

Virgins, who roll your artful eyes, 

And /hoot delicious danger thence ; 

Swift the lovely lightning flies, 

And melts our reafon down to fenfe ; 
Boafl not of thofe withering charms 
That muft yield their youthful grace 

To age and wrinkles, earth and worms 5 
But love the Author of your fmiling face ; 
That heavenly bridegroom claims your blooming h( 

O make it your perpetual care 

To pleafe that Everlafting Fair ; 
His beauties are the fun, and but the fhade is your 

Infants, whofe different defl^ihies 

Are wove with thi-eads of different (ize $ 
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But from the fame fpring-tide of tears, 
Commence your hopes, and joys, and fears, 
(A tedious train !) and date your following years j 
Break your firft filence in his praife 

Who wrought your wondrous frame i 
With founds of tendered accent raife 

Young honours to his name ; 
And confecrate your early days 

To know the Power fupreme. 

Ye heads of venerable age, 

Juft inarching off the mortal ibge, 

Fathers, whofe vital threads arc fpun . 
^8 long as e'er the; glafs of life would run. 

Adore the hand that led your way 
through flowery fields a fair Jong fummer's day j 
Jafp out your foul in praifes to the fovereign power 
\t fet your Weft fo diftant from your dawning hour. 

lying Fowl, and Creeping Things, praife ye 
the Lord, Pfal. cxlviiii. 10, 

CWEET flocks, whofe foft enamel'd wing 

Swift and gently cleaves the iky ; 
Whofe charming notes addrefs the fpring 
With an artlefs harmony. 
Lovely minftreU of the field", - 

Who in leafy fhadows fit, 
And your wondrous ftru6^ures build, 
^'Jfake your tuneful voices with the dawning light : 

To 



94 .W A T T S*S POEMS 

To nature's God your firft devotions pay. 

Ere you falute the rifing day, 
'Tis he calls up the fun, and gives him every ray. 

Serpents, who o'er the meadows Aide, ' 
And wear upon your fhining back 
Numerous ranks of gaudy pride, 
Which thoufand mingling colours make ; 
Let the fierce glances of your eyes 
Rebate their baleful fire : 
In harmlcfs play twift and unfold 
The volumes of your fcaly gold : 
That rich embroidery of your gay attire. 
Proclaims your Maker kind and wife. 

Infedls and mites, of mean degree, 
That fwarm in myriads o'er the land. 
Moulded by Wifdom's artful hand. 
And curl'd and painted with a various die ; 
In your innumerable forms 
Praife him that wears th' etherial crown. 
And bend his lofty counfels down 
To defpicable worms. 

The Comparison and Complain' 

T NFINITE Power, Eternal Lord, 
"*" Ho>^ fovereign is thy hand ! 
All nature rofe t' obey thy word, 
And moves at thy command. 
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^Vith ftcady courfe thy ihining fun 

Keeps his appointed way $ 
And all the hours obedient run 

The circle of the day. 

But ah ! how wide ray fpirit flies. 

And wanders from her God ! 
My foul forgets the heavenly prize. 

And treads the downward-road. 

The raging fire, and ftormy fea, 
Perform thine awful will. 
And every beaft and every tree. 
Thy great defigns fulfil : 

While my wild paflions rage within, 

Nor thy commands obey ; 
And fle(h and fenfe, enflav'd to fin. 

Draw my bed thoughts away. 

Shall creatures of a meaner frame 

Pay all their dues to thee ; 
Creatures, that never knew thy name. 

That never lovM like me ? 

Great God, create my foul anew. 

Conform my heart to thine. 
Melt down my will, and let it flow. 

And take the mould divine. 

Seize my whole frame into thy hand $ 

Here all my powers I bring 9 
Manage the wheels by thy command. 

And govern every fpring. 

Then 
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Then (hall my feet no more depart. 

Nor wandering fenfes rove ; 
Pevotion fhall be all my heart. 

And all my paflions love. 

Than not tlie fun (hall more than I 

His Maker's law perform. 
Nor travel fwifter through the iky. 

Nor with a zeal fo. warm. 

GOD Supreme and Self-fufficient. 

"XT THAT is our God, or what his name, 
^ ^ Nor men can learn, nor angels teach : 
He dwells concealed in radiant flame. 
Where neither eyes nor thoughts can reach. 

The fpacious worlds of heavenly light, 
Compared with him, how (hort they fall ? 
They are too dark, and He too bright. 
Nothing are they, and Go^ is All. 

He fpoke the wondrous word, and lo 
Creation rofe at his comjnand : 
"Whirlwinds and feSls their limits know. 
Bound in the hollow of his hand. 

There refts the earth, there roll the fpheres. 
There nature leans, and feels her prop : 
But his own Self-fufficience bears 
The weight of his own gloiies up. 
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The tide of creatures ebbs and flows, 
^eafuring their changes by the moon s 
No ebb his fca of glory knows. 
His age is one eternal noon. 

Then fly, my fong, an endlefs roundj 
The lofty tune let Michael raife ; 
All nature dwell upon the found, 
But we can ne*er fulfil the praife. 

JESUS the only SAVIOUR. 

A DAM, our father and our head, 
^^ Tranfgreft 5 and juftice doom'd us dead t 
The fiery law fpcaks all defpair. 
There 's no reprieve, nor pardon there. 

(^all a bright council in the ikies j 
** Seraphs the mighty and the wife, 
*' Say, what expedient can you give ? 
*' That fm he damned, and finners live ? 

** Speak, are you fbrong to bear the load, 
** The weighty vengeance of a God ? 
*^ Which of you loves our wretched race, 
* Or dares to venture in our place ?*• 

In vain we aik : for all around 

Stands (ilence through tHe heavenly ground s 

I'here *s not a glorious mind above 

^as half the ftrcngth, or half the love, 

H • ^ But^ 
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But, O unutterable grace ! 
Th' Eternal Son takes Adam^s place t 
Down to our world the Saviour flies. 
Stretches his naked arms, and dies. 

Juftice was pleas'd to bruife the God, 
And pay its wrongs with heavenly blood; 
What unknown racks and pangs he lx>re ! 
Then rofe : The law could a(k no moie. 

Amazing work ! look down, ye fkies, 
Wonder and gaze with all your eyes ; 
Ye heavenly thrones, ftoop from above. 
And bow to this myfterious love. 

See, how they bend ! See, how they look I 
Long they had re.id th' eternal book^ 
And fludicd dark decrees in vain. 
The crofs and Calvary makes them plain. 

Now they are ftnick with deep amaze, 
Each with his wings conceals his face : 
Now clap their founding plumes, and cry, 
•* The wifdom of a Deity I" 

J^ow they adore th"* Incarnate' Son, 
And fing the glories he hath won $ 
Sing how he broke our iron chains, 
How deep he funk, how high he reigns* 

Triumph ami reign, viftorious Lord, 
By all thy flaming boils adof d : 
And fay, dear Conqueror, fay, how long, 
£rc wr fiiall rife to join lixeir fong. 
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^0, from afar the promisM day 
Shines with a well-diftinguifli'd ray ; 
"lit my wing'd paflion hardly bears 
Thefe lengths of flow delaying years. 

Send down a chariot from above, 
^Vith fiery wheels, and pav'd with love j 
I^aife me beyond th' ethereal blue, 
To fing and love as angels do. 

LOOKING UPWARD. 

'T' HE heavens invite mine eye, 
'*' The ftars falute me round j 
father, I blufti, I mourn to Jie 
Thus groveling on the ground. 

My warmer fpirits move. 
And make attempts to fly ; 
^ wifli aloud for wings of love 
To raife me fwlft and high. 

Beyond thofe cryftal vaults. 
And all their fparkling balls j 
They're but the porches to thy courtSj 
And paintings on thy walls. 

Vain world, farewell to you 3 
Heaven is my native air : 
* ^id my friends a fliort adieu, 
Inpatient to be there. 

Hi I fed 
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I feel my powers releasM 
From their old flefliy clod ; 
Fair guardian, bear me up in haftc. 
And fet me near my God. 

CHRIST Dying, Rifing, and Rcigni 

TJ E dies ! the heavenly lover dies ! 
•** '■' The tidings ftrike a doleful found 
On my poor heart-ftrings : deep he lies 
In the cold caverns of the ground. 

Come, faints, and drop a tear or two. 
On the dear bofom of your God, 
He fhed a thoufand drops for you, 
A thoufand drops of richer blood. 

Here 's love and grief beyond degree. 
The Lord of glory dies for men ! 
But lo, what fudden joys I fee ! 
Jefus the dead revives again. 

The riling God forfakes the tomb. 
Up to his father''s court he flies ; 
Cherubic legions guard him home. 
And (hout him welcome to the ikies. 

Break off your tears, ye faints, and tell 
How high our Great Deliverer reigns j 
Sing how he fpoilM the hofts of hell, 
And led the monfter death in chains. 
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Say, live for ever, wondrons King ! 
Born to redeem, and ftrong to fave ! 
Then aflc the monfter. Where 's his fting ? 
And where 's thy viftory, boafting grave ? 

The god of THUNDER. 

r\ THE immenfe, th' amazing height, 
The boundlefs grandeur of our God, 
Who treads the worids beneath his feet. 
And fvirays the nations with his nod ! 

He fpeaks ; and lo, all nature /hakes, 

Heaven's everlafting pillars bow ; 

He rends the clouds with hideous cracks. 

And fhoots his fiery arrows through. : 

Well, let tiic nations ftart and fly 
At the blue lightning's horrid glare, 
Atheids and emperors (brink and die. 
When flame and noife torment the air, 

<Lct noife and flame confound the flcies. 
And drown the fpacicus realms below, 
Yet will we fing the Thunderer's praife^ 
•^nd fend our loud Hofannas through. 

^'sleftial King, thy blazing power 
Kindles our hearts to flaming joys. 
We (hout to hear thy thunders roar^ 
^d echo to our Father's voice. 

H J Tbwf 
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Tims fliall the God our Saviour come. 
And lightnings round his chariot play : 
Ye lightnings, fly to make him room. 
Ye glorious ftorms, prepare his way I 

The day of JUDGMENT. 
An ODE. 

Attempted in Englifti Sapphick. 

•¥ T T HEN the fierce North wind with his airy forces 

^ ^ Rears up the Baltick to a foaming fury ; 
And the red lightning, with a ftorm of hail comes 

Rulhing amain down. 

How the poor failors ftand amaz\l and tremble ! 
While the hoarfe thunder, jike a bloody trumpet^ 
Roars a loud onfet to the gaping waters 

Quick to devour them. 

Such fhall the noife be, and the wild diforder, 
(If things eternal may be like thefe caithly^ 
Such the dire terror when the great Archangel 

Shakes the creation 3 

Tears the ftrong pillars of the vault of heaven. 
Breaks up old marble, the repofe of princes j 
See the graves open, and the bones arifing. 

Flames all around them. 

Hark, the fhrill outcries of tl;e guilty wretches ! 
Lively bright horror, and amazing anguifh, 
. Stai^e tlirough their eye-lids, while the living worm lies 

Gnawing within th^ip* 
Thoughts, 
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Thoughts, like old vultures, prey upon their hcart-ftringsj 
And the fmart tinges, when the eye beholds the 
Lofty J udge frowning, and a flood of vengeance 

Rolling afore hini. 

Hopelefs immortals ! how they fcream and fhiver 
While devils pufli them to the pit wide-yawning 
Hideous and gloomy to receive them headlong 

Down to the centre. 

Stop here, my fancy : (all away, ye horrid 

i)oleful ideas !) come, arife to Jefus, 

How he fits God-like ! and the faints around him 

Thron'd, yet adoring! 

may I fit there when he comes triumphant. 
Dooming the nations ! then afcend to glory. 
While our Hofannas all along the pafTage 

'Shout the Redeemer. 



The S O N G of A N G E L S above. 

T^ ARTH has detain'd me prifoner long, 
-^-^ And I 'm grown weary now : 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue. 
There *8 nothing here for you. 

Tir'd in my thoughts, I ft retch me down. 

And upward glance mine eyes. 
Upward (my Father) to thy throne, ' 

And to my native (kies. 

H 4 There 
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Around the flaming army throngs 

To guard him to the (kits, 
"With loud Hofannas on their tongues. 

And triumph in their eyes. 

In awful ftate the conquering God 

Afcends his fhining throne, 
While tuneful angels found abroad 

The vi6lories he has won. 

Now let me rife, an^ join their fong, 

And be an angel too j 
My heart, my hand, my car, my tongue^ 

Here 's joyful work for you. 

I would begin the mufic here. 

And fo my foul ftiould rife : 
Oh ! for fome heavenly notes to bear 

My fpirit to the ikies ! 

There, ye that love my Saviour, fit. 
There I would fain have place, 

Amongft your thrones, or at your feet. 
So I might fee his face. 

I am confined to earth no more» 

But mount in hai^e above. 
To blefs the God that I adore,- 

And iing the Man I love. 
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Fire, Air, Earth, and Sea, praife ye the Lo r b. 

P* ARTH, thou great footftool of our God 

Who reigns on high ; thou fruitful fourcc 
^f all our raiment, life and food j 
Our houfe, our parent, and our nurfe ; 
Mighty ftage of mortal fcenes, 
Dreft with ftrong and gay machines, 
Hung with golden lamps around 
(And flowery carpets fpread the ground) ; 
Thou bulky globe, prodigious maft, 
That hangs unpillarM in an empty fpace I 
^hile thy unweildy weight refts on the feeble air, 
^lefs that Almighty Word that fix'd and holds thee there* 

Fire, thou fwift herald of his face, 

Wliofe glorious rage, at his command. 

Levels a palace with the fand. 
Blending the lofty fpires in ruin with the bafe : 

Ye heavenly flames, that finge the air. 

Artillery of a jealous God, 
Bright arrows that his founding quivers bear 

To fcatter deaths abroad $ 
X.ightning8, adore the fovereign arm that flings 
His vengeance, and your fires, upon the heads of kingt«* 

Thou vital element, the Air, 
Whofe boundlefs magazines of breath 
Our fainting flame of life repair. 
And fave the bubble Man from the cold arms of death : 
7 An4 
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And ye, whofe vital moifture yields 

Life's purple ftrcam a frefh fupply ; 
Sweet Waters, wandering through the flowery fi 

Or dropping from the iky ; 
Confefs the Power whofe all-fuflicient name 
Nor needs your aid to build* or to fupport our fr 

Now the rude air, with noify force, 
Beats up and fwells the angry fea. 
They join to make our lives a prey. 
And fweep the failors hopes away, 

V^in hopes, to reach their kindred on the (hores 
Lo, the wild feas and furging waves 
Gape hideous in a thoufand graves : 

Be A\\], ye floods, and know your bounds of fan 
Ye ftorms, adore your Matter's hand : 

The winds are in his IJft, the waves at his commar 

From the eternal emptinefs 
His fjuilful word by fecret fprings 
Drew the whole harmony of things 
That form this noble univerfe : 
Old Nothing knew his powerful hand. 
Scarce had he fpoke his full command. 
Fire, Air, and Earth, and Sea, heard the crcatin 
J^d leap'd from empty nothing to this bcauteou 
And ftill they dance, and ftlil obey 
[ The orders they receiv'd the great creation-day# 
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THE FAREWELL^ 

T^EAD be my heart to all below, 
^^ To mortal joys aivd mortal cares \ 
To fenfual blifs that charms us fo 
Be dark, my eyes, and deaf, my ears* 

Here I renouncfc my carnal tafte 
Of the fair fruit that iinners prize : 
Their paradife fhall never wafte 
One thought of mine, but to defpife* 
All earthly joys are over-weigh'd 
With mountains of vexatious care } 
And where *s the fweet that is not laid 
A bait to fome deftru£live fnare ? 

Be gone for ever, mortal things ! 
Thou mighty mole-hill earth, famwell! 
Angels afpire on lofty wines. 
And leave the globe for ants to dwell. 
Come, heaven, and fill my vaft defires» 
My foul purfues t*he fovereign good : 
She was all made of heavenly fires, 
^or can (he live on meaner food. 

GOD only known to Himfelf. 

CTAND , and adore * how glorious He 

That dwells in bright eternity ! 
We gaze, and we confoupd our %ht 
PluQg'dr in th' abyfs of dazzling light. 

Thou 
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Thou facred One, Almighty Three, 
Great Everlafting Myftery, 
What lofty numbers fhail we frame 
Equal to thy tremendous name ? 

Seraphs, the neareft to the throne. 
Begin, and fpeak the Great Unknown : 
Attempt the fong, wind up your ftrings. 
To notes untryM, and boundlefs things. 

You, whofe capacious powers furvey 
Largely beyond our eyes of clay : 
Yet what a narrow portion too 
Is feen, or known, or thought, by you ! 

How flat your higheft praifes fall 
Below th' immenfe Original ! 
Weak creatures we, that ftrive in vain 
To reach an uncre^d llrain ! 

Great God, forgive our treble lays, 
Sound out thine own eternal praife 5 
A fong fo vaft, a theme fo high. 
Calls for the voice that tunM the (ky. 

Pardon and Sancth^icatiok. 

TiT Y crimes awake ; and hideous fear 
•*-"*• Diftra£ls my reftlefs mind. 
Guilt meets my eyes with horrid glare, 
And hell purfues behind. 

Almig') 
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Almighty vengeance frowns on high. 

And flames array the throne ; 
While thunder murmurs round the (ky. 

Impatient to be gone. 

Where fhall I hide this noxious head : 

Can rocks or mountains favc ? 
Or fhall I wrap mc in the (hade 

Of midnight and the grave ? 

Is there no fhelter from the eye 

Of a revenging God ? 
Jelus, to thy dear wounds I fly. 

Bedew me with thy blood. 

Thofe guardian drops my foul feeure. 

And wafh away my fin ; 
Eternal juflice frowns no more, 

And confcience fmilcs within. 

I biefs that wondrous purple dream 

That whitens every ftain f 
Yet is my foul but half redeemed. 

If fm the tyrant reign. 

Lord, blaft his empire with thy breath. 

That curfcd throne muft fall 5 
Ye flattering plagues, that work my death. 

Fly, for 1 hate you all. 
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SovEREi G NTY and Grace. 

npHE Lord ! how fearful is his name ! 
•*• How wide is his command ! 
Nature, with all her moving frame. 
Reds on his mighty hand. 

Immortal glory forms his throne. 

And light his awful robe-; 
Whilft with a fmile, or with a frown. 

He manages the globe. 

A word of his Almighty breath 

Can fwell or fink the feas ; 
Build the vaft empires of the earth. 

Or break them as he pleafe. 

Adoring angels round him fall 

In all their (hining forms. 
His fovereign eye looks through them all. 

And pities mortal worms. 

His bowels, to our worthlefs race. 

In fweet compafllon move ; 
He cloathes his looks with foftefl grace. 

And takes his title. Love. 

Now let the Lord for ever reign. 

And fway us as he will, 
Sick, or in health, in eafe, or pain, 
. Wc are his favourites ftill. 
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No more fhall peevlfh palfion rife, 

The tongue no more complain ; 
'Tis fovereign love that lends our joys. 

And love refumes again. 

The LAW and GOSPEL. 

" /^ URST be the man, for ever curft, 

^^ " That doth one wilful fm commit ; 
" Death and damnation for the firft, 
" Without relief and infinite/' 

Thus Sinai roars; and round the cnith 
Thunder, and fire, and vengeance flings ; 
But, Jefus, thy dear gafping breath. 
And Calvary, fay gentler things. 

'' Pardon, and grace, and boundlefs love, 
" Streaming along a Saviour's blood, 
" And life, and joys, and crowns above, 
" Dear-purchasM by a bleeding God." 

Hark, how he prays, (the charming found 
Dwells on his dying lips) " Forgive !" 
And every groan, and gaping wound, 
Cries, " Father, let the rebels live." 

Go, you that reft upon the law. 
And toil, and Cstk falvation there, 
Look to the flames that Mofes faw. 
And flirink, and tremble, and defpair. 

* I But 
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But I Ml retire beneath the crofs : 
Saviour, at thy dear feet I lie ; 
And the keen fword that juftice draws. 
Flaming and red, (hall pafs me by. 

Seeking a divine Calm in a reftlefs "V 

** O Mens, quae ftabili fata Regis vice, & 
Cafimire, Book III. < 

ETERNAL mind, who rurft the fates 
Of dying realms, and rifmg ftates. 
With one unchanged decree j 
While we admire thy vaft affairs. 
Say, can our little trifling cares 
Afford a fmile to thee ? 

Thou fcattereft honours, crowns, and gold : 
We fly to feize, and fight to hold 

The bubbles and the oar : 
So emmets flruggle for a grain ; 
So boys their petty *wars maintain 

For (hells upon the fhore. 

Here a vain man his fceptre breaks, 
The next a broken fceprre takes. 

And warriors win and lofe 5 
This rolling world will never (land, 
plundered and fnatcVd from hand to hand. 

As power depays pr grows. 
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th 's but an atom : Greedy fwords 
ve it amongft a thoufand lords> 
Lnd yet they can't agree : 
greedy fwords ftill fight and flay, 
in be poor 5 but. Lord, I pray 
To fit and finile with thee. 

HAPPY FRAILTY, 

rr O^ meanly dwells th' immortal mind ! 
•■•■•" How vile thefe bodies are I 
Vhy was a clod of eajth defign'd 

* T* cnclofc a heavenly ftar ? 

Veak cottage where our fouls refide ! 

' This fle(h a tottering wall $ 

Vith frightful breaches gaping wide 

* The building bends to fall. 

Ul round it dorms of trouble blow, 

* And waves of forrow roll j 

!old waves and vvinter ftorms beat througli, 

* And pain the tenant- foul. 

Uas ! how frail our ftate !" faid 1 1 
Ind thus went mourning on, 
11 fudden from the cleaving Iky 
\ gleam of glory (hone. 

f foul all felt the glory come, 
/Vnd brcathM her native air ; 
»en Ihe remembered heaven her home, 
A.nd (he a prifoner here« 

I z Straight 
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• 

Straight (he began to change her key, 

And joyful in her pains. 
She fung the frailty of her clay ' 

In pleafurable drains. 

*' How weak the prifon is where I dwell ! 

" Flefh but a tottering wall, 
** The breaches chearfully foretel, 

<* The houfe muft (hortly fall. 

** No more, my friends, fhall I complain, 
" Though all my heart-ftrings ake ; 

" Welcome difeale, and every pain, 
** That makes the cottage (hake. 

** Now let the temped blow all round, 

** Now fwell the furges high, 
** And beat this houfe of bondage down, ' 

" To let the dranger fly. 

** I have a manfion built above 

« By the Eternal Hand ; » 

** And fliould the earth's old bafis move, 

** My heavenly houfe mud dand. 

« Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigns, 

" (I long to fee the God) 
** And his immortal drength fudains 

" The courts that cod him blood." 

Hark, from on high my Saviour calls : 

" I come, my Lord, my Love :'* 
Devotion breaks the prifon -walls, 

And fpceds my lad remove. 

2 Lai 
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u N c H I r; c into Eternity. 

as a brave attempt ! adTenturous He, 

in the firft (hip broke the unknown ica s 
saving his dear native fliores behind, 

1 his life to the licentious wind, 
e fuiging brine : the tempeft raves i 
I pine-plank rides acrofs the waves, 
»g on the edge of thoufand gaping graves 
rs the winged boat, and ihifts the fails, 
:rs the flood, and manages the gales. 

is the foul that leaves this mortal land 
s when the great mafl-er gives command. 
is the dorm : She fmiles to hear it roar, 
ds the tempeft waft her from the fhore t 
vith a ikilful helm (he fweeps the feas, 
lanages the raging ftorm with eafe ; 
iith can govern death) (he fpreads her wings 
o the wind, and as (he fails (he fmgs, 
)fes by de^ees the (ight of mortal things. 

(hores Icffen, fo her joys arife, 
aves roll gentler, and the tempeft dies, 
ift eternity fills all her fight, 
Its on the broad deep with infinite delight, 
as for ever calm, the Ikies for ever bright. 
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A Profpea of the Rks vrr ECTtON. 

TT O W long fhall death the tyrant rcigrt 
-■■ -*• And triumph o'er the juft, 
While the rich blood of martyrs (lain 
Lies mingled with the dud ? 

When fhall the tedious night be gone ? 
. When will our Lord appear ? 
Our fond defires would pray him down. 
Our love embrace him here. 

Let faith arife, and climb the hills^ 

And from afar defcry 
How diftant are his chariot-wheels^ 

And tell how faft they fly. 

Lo, I behold the fcattering fhades> 

The dawn of heaven apjpears, 
The fWeet immortal moitiing fpread* 

Its blufhes round the fpheres. 

1 fee the Lord of glory come, 

And flaming guards around : 
The (kies divide, to make him roomy 

The trumpet fhakes the ground. 

t hear the voice, " Ye dead, arife !" 

And lo, the graves obey. 
And waking faints with joyful eyes 

Salute th' cxpe6lcd day. 



Tfc? 
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They leave tHe duft, and on the wing 

Rife to the middle air, 
In fhining garments meet their Kingi 

And low adore him there. 

O may my humble fpirit ftand 

Amongft them cloth'd in white ! 
The meaneft place at his right hand 

Is infinite delight. 

How will our joy and wonder riie, 

When our returning King 
Shall bear us homeward through the ikies • 

On lovers triumphant wing ! 

Ad Dominum noftrum & Servatorent • , ■ 
JESUM CHRISTUM. 

O D A. 

^Tp E, grande numen, coi-poris incola, 
'*' Te, magna magni progenies patris^ 
Nomen verendum noftri Jefu 
Vox, citharae, calami fonabunt. 

Aptentur auro grandifonje fides, 
Chrifti triumphos incipe barbite, 
Fraftofque terrores Averni, 
Viftum Erebum, domitamque mortciuf. 
Imraenfa vaftos fseciila circulcs 
'Volvere, blando dum Patris in finu 
Toto frtiebatur Jehovah 
Gaudia mille blbens Jefus 9 

1 4 yy^nTc 
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Donee fuperno vidit ab aethere 
Aihm cadcntcm, tartara hiantia, ' 

Unaque mergendos niina 
Heu nimiurF T^iferos nepotes : 

Vidit minaces vindlcis angeli 
jgn^s & enfem, telaque fanguine 
Tingenda noftro, dum rapince 
Spe fremuere Erebaea monftra. 

Commota facras vifcera protinus 
Senfere flammas, omnipotens furor 
Ebullit, Immenfique Amoris 
^thereum calet Igne Pe£lus. 

*' Non tota prorfus Gens Hominum dabit * 
** Hofti triumphos : Qmd patris & labor 
•* Dulcifque imago ? num peribunt 
** Funditus ? O prius aftra cxcis. 

«* Mergantur undls, & redeat chaos : 
•* Aut ipfc difperdam Satanje dolos, 
** Aut ipfe difperdar, & ifti 

** Sceptra dabo moderanda dexti-at. 

** Teftor paternum numen, & hoc caput 
<* ^quale teftor/' dixit; & aetheris 
Inclinat ingens culmen, alto 
Defdiitque ruens Olympo. 

Mortale corpus impiger induit 
Artufque noftros, heti tenues nimis 
Nimilque viles ! Vindicique 

. Cord^ deviit fodienda ferro. 

Vit: 
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Vltaraque morti j Proh dolor ! O graves 
Tonandis irx ! O Lex fatis afpera I 
Mercefque peccati fevera 
Adamici, vetitique fru6lus. 

Non poena lenis ! Quo ruis impotens ! 
Quo Mufa ! largas funderc lacrymas, 
Buftique divini triumpbos 
Sacrilego temerare fletu ? 

Sepone queflus, laeta Deum cane 
Majore chorda. Pfalle fonorius 
Ut ferrcas mortis cavemas 
£t rigidam penetravit aulam. 

Senfere Numen Regna femlia, 
Mugit barathrum, contremuit chaos, 
Dirum fremebat Rex Gehennae, 
Perque fuum tremebundus orcum. 

Late refugit. ** Nil agis impie, 
" Mergat vel imis te Phlegethon vadis, 
** Hoc findet undas fulmen," inquit, 
, Et patrios jaculatus ignes. 

Trajecit hoftera. Nigra filentia 
Umbraequc ilammas aethereas pavent 
Dudum perofae, ex quo corufco 
Praecipites cecidere ccelo. 

Immane lugit jam tonitni ; fragor 
Laie rtiinam mandat ; ab infimis 
Leftaeque defignata genti 
Tartara disjiciuntur antris. 

HciC 
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Heic ftrata paflim vincula, & hcic Jaccnt 
Unci cruenti, tormina mentium 
Invifa } ploratuque vafto 

Spicula mors fibi adempta plangit. 

En, ut refurgit viftor ab ultimo 
Ditis profundo, curribus aureis 
Aftrifta raptans monftra noftis 
Perdomitumque Erebi tyrannum. 

Quanta angelorum gaudia jubilant 
Viftor patcrnum dura repetit p«lum ? 
En qualis ardet, dum beati 
Limina fcandit ovans Olympi ! 
lo triumphe plet^ra feraphicsTy 
lo triumphe Grex Hominum fonet, 
Dum laeta quaquavei:fus ambos 
Adra repercutiunt triumphos. 

SUI-IPSIUS INCREPATIO 

EPIGRAMMA. 

r^ ORPORE cur ha&rfes, Wattfi ? cur mtrola tcrr 
^ ^^ Quid cupis indignum, mens habitare lutum ? 
Te caro mille malis preniit ; hinc Juvenes gravat ar 

Languor, &hinc vegetus crimina fanguis alit. 
Cura, ainor, ira, dolor mentem male diftrahit j aucc 

Undique adeft Satanas retia fava ftruens. 
Sufpice ut aethereum fignant tibi nutibus aftra 

Tram item, & aula voeat parta Cruore Dei. 
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tc manet Uriel dux ; & tibi fubjicit alas 

Stellatas Seraphin officiofa cohors. 
2 fuperum chorus optat amans, te invitat Jefus, 

" Hue ades & noftro tempora conde fmu." 
'^ere amat ille latum ^ueni ncc dolor aut Satan arcet 

Inde^ nee alliciunt Angekis, Ailra, Deus. 



Excitatio Cordis Caelum vcrfus. 
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[T E U quot secla tens carcere corporis, 
■ ■*■ Wattll ? quid refugis limen & exitum ? 
ec mens aethereuin culraen, & atria 

Magni patria anhelitatr 

orpus vile creat millc moleftias, 
ircum corda volant & dolor, 8e metus^ 
eccatumque malls durius omnibus 

Ca&cas infidias ftruit. 
on hoc grata tibi gaudia de folo 
urgunt : Chriftus abeft, dcliciae tuse, 
onge Chriftus abeft, inter & angelos 

£t pi6la aftra perambulahs* 
Cceli funima petas, nee jaculabitiir. 
acunda tor.iins fulinina: Te Deus 
lortarur j Vacuum tende per Aera 

Pcnnas nunc homini data»» 

. Bfeatli>« 

•Videlloa-at. U^. L Od. 3, 
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Breathing toward the Heavenly Country. 

Cafimire, Book I. Od. 19. imitated. 

" Urit me Patriae Decor, &c." 

'Tp HE beauty of my native land 
-*- Immortal love infpires ; 
, I burn, I burn with ftrong defires. 
And figh, and wait the high command. 
There glides the moon her (hining way, 
And (hoots my Heart through with a filver ray, 
Upwai'd my heart afpires : 
A tboufand lamps of golden light 
Hung high, in vaulted azure, charm my fight. 
And wink and beckon with their amorous fires. 
O ye fair glories of my heavenly home, 
Bright centinels who guard my Father's court. 
Where all the happy minds refort. 
When will my Father's chariot come ? 
Muft ye for ever walk th' ethereal round. 
For ever fee the mourner lie 
An exile of the (ky, 
A prifoner of the ground ? 
Defcend fome (hining fei-vants from on high, 
Build me a hafty tomb ; 
A grafly turf will raife my head ; 
The neighbouring lilies drefs my bed j 
And ilied a fweet perfume. 

J 
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Here I put off the chains of death, 

My foul too long has v/om : 
Friends, I forbid one groaning breath. 

Or tear to wet my urn ; 
Raphael, behold me all undreft. 
Here gently lay this fle(h to reft ; 
Then mount, and lead the path unknown. 
Swift I purfue thee, flaming guide, on pinions of my own» 

The Hundredth Epigram of Cassimire. 

On Saint Ardalio, who from a Stage-Player be- 
came a Chriflian, and fufFered Martyrdom* 

A R DAL 10 jeers, and in his comic ftrains 
The myfteries of our bleeding God ]>rofane8^ 
While hfs loud laughter (hakes the painted fcenes. 
Heaven heard, and ftrait around the fmoaking throne 
The kindling lightning in thick flafhes fhone. 
And vengeful thunder mui'murM to be gone, 

Mercy ftood near, and with a fmilingbrow 

Calm'd the loud thunder ; ** There 's no need of you 5 

" Grace ftiall defcend, and the weak man fubdue." 

Grace leaves the Ikies, and he the ftage forfakes. 
He bows his head down to the martyring ax. 
And as he bows, this gentle farewell fpeaks ; 

** So goes the comedy of life away 5 
** Vain earth, adieu ; Heaven will applaud to-day ; 
•< Strike, courteous tyrant, and conclude the play." 

When 
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When the Proteftant Church at Montpelier was 
demoliihed by the French King's Order, the 
Proteftants laid Stones up in their Burying- 
place, whereon a Jefuit made a Latin Epigram. 

Englifhed thus: 

A Hug'not church, once at Montpelier built, 
•^^ Stood and proclaimM their madnefs andtheirguihs 
Too long it ftood beneath heaven^s angry frown. 
Worthy when rifmg to be thunderM down. 
"Lewis, at laft, th' avenger of the fkies, 
Commands, and level with the ground it lies : 
The ftones difpers^d, their wretched offspring come. 
Gather, and heap them on their father's tomb. 
Thus the cursM houfe fails on the builder's head 
And though beneath the ground their bones are Iaid» 
Yet the juft vengeance ftill purfues the guilty dead. 



'A 

ad.) 



The Anfwcr by a French Proteftant, 

Engliihed thus: 

A Cbriftian church once at Montpelier ftood, 
•^^ And nobly fpoke the builder's zeal for God. 
It ftood the envy of the fierce dragoon, 
But not deferv'd to be deftroy'd fo foon ; 
Yet Lewis, the wild tyrant of the age, 
Tears down the wall?* a vi6lim to his rage. 

Young 
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Young faithful hands pile up the facred (lones 
(Dear monument !) o'er their dead fathers' bones j 
The ftones ihall move when the dead fathers rife, 
Start up before the pale deftroyer's eyes,* 
And teftify his madnefs to th' avenging flcles. 

Tv^ro happy Rivals, Devotion and the Mufe. 



\ 



"IT TIL D as the lightning, various as the moon, 
^ ^ Roves ray Pindaric fong : 
Here (he glows like burning noon 
In fierceft flames, and here flie plays 
Gentle as ftar-beams on the midnight feas j 
Now in a fmlling angePs form, 
Anon (he rides upon the ftorm, 
" Loud as the noify thunder, as a deluge ilrong. 
Are my thoughts and wiflies free, 
And know bo number nor degree ? 
Such is the Mufe : Lo (he dil'dains 

The links and chains, 
Meafures and rules of vulgar (drains, [reigns, 

^nd o'er the laws of harmony a Soveisign Queen Ihe 

If flie roves 
By ftreams or groves 
Tuning her plcafures or her pni«8. 
My paflion keeps her ftill in fight, 
My paflion holds an equal flight 
Through love's, or nature's wide campaigns. 
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If with bold attempt flie fings 
Of the biggeft mortal things, 
Tottering thrones and nations flain ; 
Or break* the fleets of warring kiogs^ 
While thunders roar 
From ftiore to fhore. 
My foul (its faft upon her wings, 
And fweeps the crimfon furge, or fcours the purple flain j 
Still I attend her as (lie flies, 
Round the broad globe, and all beneath the fkies. 

But when from the meridian ftar 

Long ftreaks of glory fhine. 

And heaven invites her from afar, 

She takes the hint, ftie knows the fign. 

The Mufe afcends her heavenly carr. 
And climbs the fteepy path and means the throne divine. 
Then (he leaves my fluttering mind 
Clogg'd with clay, and unrefined. 
Lengths of di(tance far behind : 
Virtue lags with heavy wheel 5 
Faith has wings, but cannot rife. 

Cannot rife, Swift and high 

As the winged numbers fly. 
And faint devotion panting lies 
Half way th' ethereal hill. 

O why is piety fo weak. 

And yet the Mufe fo ftrong ? 
When (hall thel'e hateful fetters break 

That have confinM me long ? 

Inwar<> 
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Inward a glowing heat I feel, 

A fpark of heavenly day 5 
But earthly vapours damp my zeal, 
And heavy flefh drags me the downward way. 
Faint are the efforts of my will, 
And mortal paflion charms my foul aftray. 
Shine, thou fweet hour of dear releafe. 
Shine, from the Iky, 
And call me high 
To mingle with the choirs of glory and of blifs. 
Devo'tion there begins the flight, 
Awakes the fong, and guides the way ; 
There love and zeal divine and bright 
Trace out new regions in the world of light. 
And fcarce the boldeft Mufc can follow or obey. 

I *m in a dream, and Fancy reigns. 
She fpreads her gay delufive fcenes j 

Or is the vifibn true ? 
Behold Religion on her throne. 
In awful ftate defcending down. [view. 

And her doiiiinions vaft and bright within my fpacious 
She fmiles, and with a courteous hand 
She beckons me away ; 
I feel mine airy powers loofe from the cumbrous clay. 
And with a joyful hafte obey 
Religion's high command. 
What lengths and heights and depths unknown ! 
Broad fields with blooming glory fown, 

K And 
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And Teas, and ikies, and ftars her own» 

In an unmeafurM fphere ! 
What heavens of joy, and light ferene. 
Which nor the rolling fun has fcen. 
Where nor the roving Mufe has been 

That greater traveller ! 

A long farewell to all below. 
Farewell to all that fenfe can ihow. 
To golden fcenes, and flowery fields » 
To all the worlds that fancy builds. 

And all that Poets know. 
Now the fwift tranfports of the mind 

Leave the fluttering Mufe behind, ' [wind* 

A thouiixnd loofe Pindaric plumes fly fcatteringdownt)ie 
Amongfl: the clouds I lofe my breath. 

The rapture grows too fl:rong : 
The feeble powers that n«iture gave 
Faint and drop downward to the grave; 
Receive their fall, thou treafurer of death; 

I will no more demand my tongue. 
Till the grofs organ well refln'd 
Can trace the boundlefs flights of an unfetterM mindi 

And raife an equal fong. 



The 
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The following Poems of this Book are peculiarly 

dedicated to Divine Love*. 

The Hazard of loving the Creatores. 

WT HERE-E'ER my flattering paflions rove, 

^^ I find a lurking fnare 5 
*Tis dangerous to let loofe our love 

Beneath th' Eternal Fair. 
Souls whom the tie of friendship binds^ 

And partners of our blood. 
Seize a large portion of our minds. 
And leave the lefs for God. 

Nature has foft but powerful bands^ 

And reafon fhe controls ; 
While children with their little hands 

Hang clofeft to our fouls. 

Thoughtlefs they aft th' old ierpcnt's part | 

What tempting things they be I 
Lord, how they twine about our heart, 

And draw it off from thee I 

Our hafty wills rufh blindly on 

Where rifing pafiion rolls. 
And thus we make our fetters ftrong 

To bind our flavi/h fouls. 

* Different ages have their dificrent airs and falhions 
of writing. It was much more the fafhion of the age,** 
when thefc poems were written, to treat of divine fub- 
jefts in the ftyle of Solomon^s Song than it is at this 
day, which will afford fome apology for the v/riter, in 
hii younger years. 

K 2 Dear 
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Dear Sovereigiiv^ break thefe fetters off. 

And fet our fpirits free ; 
God in himfelf is blifs enough, 

For we have all In Thee. 



Defiring to love CHRIST. 

/^ OME, let me love t or is thy mind 
^^ Hardened to ftone, or froze to ice ? 
I fee the blefled Fair-one bend 
And ftoop t' embrace me from the fkies ! 

! *tis a thought would melt a rock. 
And make a heart of iron move, 

That thofe fweet lips, that heavenly look. 
Should feek and wiih a mortal love ! 

1 was a traitor doom'd to fire, 
Bound to faftain eternal pains ; 
He flew on wings of ftrong delire, 
Aflum'd my guilt, and took my chains. 

Infinite grace ! Almighty charms ? 
Stand in amaze, ye whirling flcies I 
Jefus the God, with naked arms, 
Hangs on a Crofs of Love, and die*. 

Did pity ever ftoop fo low, 
DrefVd in divinity and blood? 
Was ever rebel courted fo 
In groans of an expiring God ? 



Aga 
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Again he lives ; and fpreads his hands,' 
Hands that were nail'd to torturing fmart; 
By thefe dear wounds, fays he ; and (lands 
And prays to clafp me to his heart. 

Sure I muft love ; or arc my ears 
Still deaf, nor will my paiHon move ? 
Then let me melt this heart to tears; 
This heart fhall yield to death or love. 

The HEART .given away. 

TF there are paflions in my foul, 

(And pafllons fure they be) 
Now they are all at thy control. 
My Jefus, all for Thee. 

If love, that pleafing power, can reft 

In hearts fo hard as mine. 
Come, gentle Saviour, to my breaft. 

For all my love is thine. 

Let the gay world, with treacherous art 

Allure my eyes in vain : 
I have conveyed away my heart. 

Ne'er to return again. 

t feel my warmeft paflions dead 

To all that earth can boaft j 
This foul of mine was never made 

For vanity and duft. 

K 3 New 
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Now I can fix my thoughts above. 

Amid ft their flattering charms^ 
Till the dear Lord that hath my love 

Shall call me tq his arms. 

So Gabriel, at his King's command. 

From yon celeftial hill. 
Walks downward to our worthlefs land. 

His foul points upward ftiil. 

He glides along my mortal things. 

Without a thought of love, 
Fulfils his talk, and fpreads his wings 

To reach the realms above. 



Meditation in a Grove 

O WEET Mufe, defcend and blefs the ihad< 
*^ And blefs the evening grove ; 
Bufinefs, and noife, and day, are fled. 
And every care, but love. 

But hence, ye wanton young and fair. 

Mine is a purer fiame ; 
No Phyllis fhall infeathe air. 

With her unhallow'd name. 

Jefus has all my powers poffeft. 

My hopes, my fears, my joys : 
He, the dear Sovereign of my brpa^ 

Shall ilill command my Voice. 
5 
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•of the faireft choirs above 
Shall flock around my fong, 
ith joy to hear the pame they love 
Sound from a mortal tongue. 

His charms fhall make my numbers flow. 

And hold the falling floods. 
While filence fits on every bough. 

And bends the Hflening woods. 

I 'U carve our paflion on the bark. 

And every wounded tree 
Shall drop and bear Tome myftic mark. 

That Jefus dy'd for me. 

The fwains ftiall wonder when they read, 

Infcrib'd on all the grove. 
That heaven itfelf came down, and Hied 

To win a mortars love. 



The Faireft and the Only BeloYed. 

TT O N O U R to that diviner ray 
•*■ •*' That firft allurM my eyes away 

From every mortal fair j 
All the gay things that held my fight 
Seem but the twinkling fparks of night. 
And languifhing in doubtful light 

Die at tlie morning- ftar. 

K 4. Wba- 
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Whatever fpeaks the godhead great. 

And fit to be ado'r'd, 
Whatever makes the creature fweet. 
And worthy of ray paffion, meet 

Harmonious in my Lord. 
A thoufand graces ever rife 

And bloom upon his face 5 
A thoufand arrows from his eyes 
Shoot through my heart with dear furprizc. 

And guard around the place. 

All nature's art fhall never cure 
The heavenly pains I found, 
And 'tis beyond all beauty's power 
To make another wound : 
Earthly beauties gi'ow and fade ; 
Nature heals the wounds *he made. 
But charms fo much divine 
H9ld a long empire of the h^art ; 
What heaven has joln'd (hall never part. 
And Jefus muft be mine. 

In vain the envious fhades of night, 

Or flatteries of the day 
Would veil his image from my fight, 

Or tempt my foul away j 
Jefus is all my waking theme, 
His lovely form meets every dream 

And knows not to depart : 
5 
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The pailion reigns 
Through all my veins, 
And, floating round the crimfon ftream, 
Still finds him at my heart. 

Dwell there, for ever dwell, my love 5 

Herp I confine my fenfe j 
Nor dare my wildeft wifhes rove 

Nor flir a thought from thence. 
Amidft thy glories and thy grace 
Let all my remnant-minutes pafs 5 

Grant, thou Everlafting Fair, 

Grant my foul a manfion there : 
My foul afpires to fee thy face 
Though life fhould for the vifion pay j 
So rivers run to meet the fea, 
And lofe their nature in th* embrace. 

Thou art my ocean, thou my God j 
In Thee the paflions of the mind 
With joys and freedom unconHnM 
£xult, and fpread their powers ahroad. 
Not all the glittering things on high 
Can make my heaven, if thou remove 3 
I (hall be tir'd, and long to die ; 
Life is a pain without thy love j 

Who could ever bear to be 

Curfl with immortality 
Among the ftars, but far frDm Thee ? 

Mutual 



I owe to Chrift my God : 
With pangs which none but he could feel 
He brought my guilty foul from hell ; 
Not the firft feraph's tongue can tell 

The value of his blood. 

Kindly he feiz'd me in his arms, 

From the falfe world's pernicious charms 

With force divinely fweet. 
Had I ten thoufand lives my own. 
At his demand, 
With chearful hand, 
I 'd pay the vital treafure down 
In hourly tributes at his feet. 

But, Saviour, let me tafte thy grace 

With every fleeting breath ? 
And through that heaven of pleafure pafs 

To the cold arms of death j 
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^he fabftance of the following Copy, and many 
of the lines, were fent me by an efleemed friend, 
Mr. W. Nokes, with a defire that I would form 
them into a Pindaric Ode ; but I retained hia 
meafures, left I fhould too much alter his fenfe. 

A Sight of CHRIST. 

A N GELS of light, your God and King furround^ 

•^ With noble fongs 5 in his exalted flefli 

le claims your worihip } while his faints on earth, 

•lefs their Redeemer- God with humble tongues. 

Lngels with lofty honours crown his head j 

Ve bowing at his feet, by faith, may feel 

lis diftant influence, and confefs his love. 

Once I beheld his face, when beanis divine 
(roke from his eye-lids, and unufual light 
Vrapt me at once in glory and furprize. 
dy joyful heart high Jeaping in my breaft 
Vith tranfport cry'd, This is the Chrift of God 5 
Then threw my arms around in fweet embrace, 
^d claTpM, and bow'd adoring low, till I was loft in him. 

While he appears, no other charms can hold 
)r draw my foul, afham'd of former things, 
iVhich no remembrance now deferve or name,, 
Though with contempt i beft in oblivion lud. 
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But the bright (hine and prcfence foon withdrew 
I fought him whom I love, but found him notj 
I felt his abfence ; and with ftrongeft cries 
Proclaira'd, Where Jefus is not, all is vain. 
Whether I hold him with a full delight. 
Or feek him panting with extreme dedre, 
'Tis he alone can pleafe my wondering foul j 
To hold or feek him is my only choice. 
If he refrain on me to caft his eye 
Down from his palace, nor my longing foul 
W^ith upward look can fpy my deareft Lord 
Through his blue pavement, I'll behold him ftlll 
With fweet refieftion on the peaceful crofs. 
All in his blood and anguifh groaning deep, 
Gafping and dying there ■ 
This fight I ne'er can lofe, by it I live : 
A quickening virtue from his death infpirM 
Is life and breath to mej his flefh my food ; 
His vital blood I drink, and hence my ftrength. 

I live, Fm ftrong, and now eternal life 
Beats quick within my breaft ; my vigorous mind 
Spurns the dull earth, and on her fiery wings 
Keaches the mount of purpofes divine, 
Counfels of peace betwix,t th' Almighty Three 

* Conceived at once, and fignM without debsCte, 
In perfe£k union of th' eternal mind. 
With vaft amaze I fee th' unfathom'd thoughts. 
Infinite fchemes, and infinite defigns 

'of God's own Heart, in which he ever rcfts. 

Etc 
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tenrity lies open to my view 5 

ere the Beginning and the End of all 

can difcover ; Chrift the End of all, 

nd Chrift the great Beginning; he my Head> 

ty Gcd, my Glory, and my All in All. 

O that the day, the joyful day were come^ 
^hen the firft Adam from his ancient duft 
rown'd with new honours fhall revive, and fee 
:fus his Son and Lord 5 while (houting faints 
iround their King, and God's Eternal Son 
liines in the midft, but with fuperior beams, 
.nd like himfelf ; then the myfterious Word 
ong hid behind the letter fhall appear 
11 fpirit and life, and in the fuUeft light 
and forth to public view : and there difclole 
IS Father's facred works, and wondrous ways : 
hen wifdom, righteoufnefs, and grace divine, 
hrough all the infinite tran factions paft 
'wrought and (hlning, fliall with double blaze 
nke our aftonilh'd eyes, and ever reign 
dmir'd and glorious in triumphant light. 

Death, and the tempter, and the man of fin, 

ew at the bar anaign'd, in judgment caft, 

lall vex the faints no more : but perfeft love 

nd loudeft praifes perfe^V joy create, 

^ile ever- circling years maintain the blifsful ftatc. 

Love 
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Love on a C r o s s> and a Throne. 

"Tj^f O W let my faith grow ftrong, and rife, 
■^^ And view my Lord in all his love; 
Look back to hear his dying cries. 
Then mount and fee his throne above. 

See where he langui/h*d on the Crofs $ 
Beneath my fins he groaned and dyM | 
See where he fits to plead my caufe 
By his Almighty Father's Side. 

If I behold his bleeding Heart, 
There love in floods of forrow reigns. 
He triumphs o>r the killing fmart. 
And buys my pleafure with his pains. 

Or if I climb th* eternal hills 
Where the dear Conqueror fits enthroned. 
Still in his heart compafHon dwells. 
Near the memorials of his wound. 

How ihall a pardon'd rebel ihow 
How much I love my dying God ? 
Lord, hepe I baniih every foe, 
X hate the fins that coft thy blood. 

I hold no more commerce with hell, 
My deareft lufts fliall all depart 5 
But let thine image ever dwell 
Stampt as a feal upon my heart. 

AT 
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P-eparatory Thought for the Lord's 
Supper. 

In Imitation of Isaiah Ixiii, 1, a, 3. 

^ H AT heaven !v Man, or loveV/ God, 
^ Comes marching vl^wnward trom the ikies, 
ny'd in garments roU'd in blood, 
:h joy and pity in his eyes, 

; Lord ! the Saviour ! yes, 'tis he 5 
low him by the fmiles he wears 5 
r glorious Man that dy'd for me, 
nch'd deep in agonies and tears I 

he reveals his fliining breaft 5 
vn ihofe wounds, and I adore : 

he prepares a royal feaft, 
et fruit of the fharp pangs he bore! 

ence flow thefe favours fo divine ! 
d ! why fo lavifh of thy blood? 
y for fuch earthly fouls as mine, 
8 heavenly flefh, this facred food ? 

^as his own love that made him bleed. 
It naird him to the curfed tree 5 
^as his own love this table fpread 
fuch unworthy worms as we. 

:n let us.tafte the Saviour's love 5 
ae, faith, and feed upon the Lord : 
:h glad confent our lips (hall move, 
1 fwect Hofannas crown the board. 

Con- 
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Converse with Christ. 

T ' M tir'd with vifits, modes, and forms, 
•*' And flatteries paid to fel low-worms j 
Their converfation cloys ; 

Their vain amours, and empty ftufF: ' 

But I can ne'er enjoy enough 
Of thy beft company, ray Lord, thou life of all mj 

When he begins to tell his love, 
Through everv vein ray paflions move. 

The captives of his tongue : 
In midnight fhades, on frofty ground, 
I could attend the pleafing found, | 

Norfhould I feel December cold, nor think the da: 

There, while I hear my Saviour-God 
Count o'er the fins (a heavy load) 
He bore upon the tree, 
Inward I biufh with fecret (hame, 
And weep, and love, and blefs the name [f< 
That knew not guilt nor grief his own, but bare 
Next he defcribes the thorns he wore. 
And talks his bloody paffion o'er. 

Till I am drown'd in tears : 
Yet with the fmypathetic fmart 
There 's a ftrange joy beats round my heart ; 
The curfcd tree has blefiings in't, my fweeteft hi 
bears. 
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I hear the glorious fuflferer tell. 
Haw on his crofs he vanquifhM hell. 

And all the powers beneath : 
Tranfported and infpir'd, my tongue 
Attempts his triumphs in a fong ; [death !" 

** How has the ferpent loft his fting !|and where 's thy victory* 

But when he (hews his hands and heart. 
With thofe dear prints of dyii^g fmart. 

He fets my foul on fire : 
Not the beloved John could reft 
With more delight upon that breaft, . [defire. 

Nor Thomas piy into thofe wounds with more intenfe 

Kindly he opens me his ear. 
And bids me pour my forrow there. 
And tell him all my pains : 
Thus while I eafe my burdened heart. 
In every woe he bears a part, [fuftains. 

His arras embrace me, and his hand my drooping head 

Fly from my thoughts, all human things. 
And fporting fwains, and fighting kings. 

And tales of wanton love : 
My foul difdains that little fnare 
The tangles of Amira*s hair ; [remove. 

Thine arms, my God, are fweeter bands, nor canmy heart 
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Grace Ihining, and Nature fainting. 
Sol. Song i. 3. & ii. 5. & vi. 5. 

'TpLL me, faireft of thy kind, 
•*• Tell me Shepherd, all divine. 
Where this fainting head reclin'd 
May relieve fuch cares as mine : 
Shepherd, lead me to thy grove ; 
If burning noon infeft the iky. 
The fickening (heep to covert fly. 
The flieep not half fo faint as I, 
Thus overcome with love. 

Say, thou dear Sovereign of my bread. 
Where doft thou lead thy flock to reft : 

Why fhould I appear like one 

Wild and wandering all alone, 

Unbeloved and unknown ? 

O my Great Redeemer, fay, 

Shall I turn my feet aftray ! 
Will Jefus bear to fee me rove. 
To fee me feek another love ? 

Ne'er had I known his deareft name. 
Ne'er had I felt this inward flame. 
Had not his heart-ftrings firft began the tender found ! 
Nor can I bear the thought, . that He 
Should leave the (ky, - 
Should bleed and die, 
Should love a wretch fo vile as me 
Without returns cf pafTion for his dying wound. 



LYRIC POEMS, Book I. 147 

His eyes are glory mix'd with grace j 

In his delightful awful face 

Sits majefty and gcntlenefs. 
o tender is my bleeding heart 
TTiat with a frown he kills ; 

His abfence in perpetual fmart 

Nor is my foul refin'd enough 

To bear the beaming of his love. 
And feel his warmer fmiles. 

Where (hall I reft this drooping head ? 
love, I love the fun, and yet T want the (hade.. 

My (inking fpirits feebly ftrive 

T' endure the extafy ; 
Beneath thefe rays I cannot live,. 

And yet without them die. 
None knows the pleafiire and the pain- 
That all my inward powers fuftain 
ut fuch as feel a Saviour's love, and love the God again*. 

'h, why fhould beauty heavenly bright 
Stoop to charm a mortal's fight, 
nd torture with the fweet excefs of light ? 
Our hearts, alas ! how frail their make ! 
"With their own weight of joy they break, 
h, why is love fo (bong, and nature's felf fo weak ? 

Turn, turn away thine eyes,' 
Afcend the azure hills, and fliine 
-niongft the happy tenants of the (kies, 
'iiey can.fuftain a vifion fo divine. 

L. 2. O. tuim 
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O turn thy lovely glories from me, 
-The joys are too intenfe, the glories overcome n 

Dear Lonl, forgive my ra(h complainty 
And love me ftill 
Again ft my froward will ; 
Unvail thy beauties, though I faint. 
Srnd the great herald from the fky. 
And at the trumpet's awful roar 
This feeble ftate of things (hall fly. 
And pain and pleafure mix no more : 
Then fliail I gaze with ftrengthned fight 
On glories infinircly bright, 
My heart lliall all be love, my Jefus all delight. 

Love to CHRIST prefent or abfen 

/^F all the joys we mortals know, 
^^ Jelus, thy love exceeds the reft j 
Love, the belt blefling here below. 
And ncareft image of the bleft. 

Sweet are my thoughts, and foft my cares. 

When the celeftial flame I feel j 

In all my hopes, and all my fears. 

There 's fomething kind and pleafmg ftill, » 

While I am held in his embrace. 
There *s not a thought attempts to rove j 
Each fmile he wears upon his face 
Pixes, and charms, and fires my love. 
3 
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[■peaks, and ftrait immortal joys 
through my ears, and reach my heart ; 
foul all melts at that dear voice, 

1 pleafure fhoots through every part. 

5 withdraw a moment's fpace,. 
eaves a facred pledge behind 5 

2 in this breaft his image ftays, 

: grief and comfort of my mind. 

ile of his abfence I complain, 

I long, and weep as lovers do, 

re 's a ftrange pleafure in the pain,. 

I tears have their own.fwcetnefs too.-. 

en round his courts by day I rove,, 
iflc the watchmen of the night 
fome kind tidings of my love, 
very name creates delight. 

s, my God ; yet rather come ; 
le eyes would dWell upon thy face ;? 
\ beft to fee my Lord at home, 
i feel the prefcnce of his grace.. 

The ABSENCE of CHRIST.. 

lOME, lead me to fome lofty fhade 
' Where turtles moan their loves j 

II (hadows were for lovers made j 
filnd grief becomes the groves. 

L% 'Tifc 
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'Tis no mean beauty of the ground 

That has inflav^d mine eyes 5 
I faint beneath a nobler wound. 

Nor love below the (kies. 

Jefus, the fpring of all that's bright. 

The Everlafting Fair, 
Heaven's ornament, and heaven's delight, 

Iv, my eternal care. 

But, ah ! how far above this grave 
Does the bright charmer dwell ? 

Abfence, thou keeneft wound to love. 
That (harped pain, I feel. 

Penfive I climb the facred hills. 
And near him vent my woes ; 

Yet his r^eet face he ftill conceals. 
Yet ftill my paflion grows. 

I murmur to the hollow vale, 

I tell the rocks my flame. 
And blefs the echo in her.cell 

That beft repeats her name. 

My paflion breathes perpetual fighs. 

Till pitying winds ihall hear, 
A.nd gently bear them up the ikies. 
And gently wound his ear. 



Pefiring 
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Defiring his Defcent to Earth. 

[ESUS, I love. Come, deareft name, 
' Come and poflefs this heart of mine ; 
love, though 'tis a fainter flame, 
.nd infinitely lefs than thine. 

! if my Lord would leave the (kies, 
reft in the rays of mildeft grace, 
[y foul fliou^ld haften to my eyea 
meet the pleafures of his face, 

ow would I feaft on all his charms^ 
hen round his lovely feet entwine ! 
/"orfhip and love, in all their forms, 
iiould honour beauty fo divine. 

^ vain the tempter's flattering tongue, 
he world in vain (hall bid me move, 
\ vain ; for I (hould gaze fo long 
'ill I were all transformed to love. 

Then (mighty God) I M fing and fay, 
• What empty names are crowns and kings ! 
' Amongft them give thefe worlds away, 
' Thefe little defpicable things." 

Would not aflc to climb the iky 
or envy angels their abode, 
have a heaven as bright and high 
' the bleil vifion of my God. 

L 4 * Afcending 
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Afcending to him in Heaven. 

^'T* I S pure delight, without alloy^ 

-*■ Jefus, to hear thy narne^ 
My fpirit le^s with inward joy, 

I feel the facred flame. 

My paflions hold a pleafing reign^ v 

While love infpires my breaft. 
Love, the divineft of the train, 

The fovereign of the reft. 

This is the grace muft live and fing^ 
When faith and fear fhall ceafe, 

Muft found from every joyful ftring 
Through the fweet groves of blifs.. 

Let life immortal feize my clay j 

Let love refine my blood j 
Her flames can bear my foul away,. 

Can bring me near my God. 

Swift I afcend the heavenly place. 

And haften to my home, 
I leap to meet thy kind embrace,. 

I come, O Lord, I come. 

Sink down, ye feparating hills. 

Let guilt and death remove : 
*Tis love that drives my chariot-wheels. 

And death muft yield to love. 
3 
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5 Prefence of G O D worth dying for : 
Or, the Death of Moses. 

ORD, 'tis an infinite deliglrt 

To fee thy holy face, 
dwell whole ages in thy fight, 
^nd feel thy vital rays, 

s Gabriel knows ; and fmgs thy name- 
Vhh rapture on his tongue ; 
fes the faint enjoys the fa;ne, 
Lnd heaven repeats the fong. 

ile the bright nation founds thy praifc 

Vom each eternal hill, 

!et odours of exhaling gi*ace 

The happy region fill.. 

y love, a fea without a (hore,. 
Jpreads life and joy abroad : 
:is a heaven worth dying for 
To fee a fmiling God ! 

:w me thy face, and I 'It away 
''rom all inferior things ; 
;ak, Lord, and here I quit my clay, 
\nd ftretch my airy wings. 

eet was the journey to the (ky. 

The wondrous prophet try'd ; 

!)limb up the mount," fays God, " and die }'* 

The prophet climb'd and dy'd. 

Soft' 
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Softly his fainting head he lay 

Upon his Maker's breaft. 
His Make" kifs'd his foul away. 

And laid his flefh to reft. 

In God's own arms he left the breath 

That God's own fpirit gave j 
His was the nobleft road to death, '' 

And his the fweeteft grave. 

Long for his Return. 

1^ 'TWAS a mournful parting day ! 
^^ Farewell, my Spoufe, hefaid; 
(How tedious, Lord, is thy delay ! 
How long my Love hath ftaid !) 

Farewell ! at once he left the ground. 

And climb'd his Father's (ky j 
Lord, I would tempt thy chariot down. 

Or leap to thee on high. 

Round the creation wild I rove. 

And fearch the globe in vain ; 
There 's nothing here that's worth my love 

Till thou return again. 

My paflions fly to feek their King, 

And fend their groans abroad. 

They beat the air with heavy wing. 

And mourn an abfent God : 

With 
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With inward pain my heart-ftrings founds 

My foul diffolves away : 
Dear Sovereign, whirl the feafons round. 

And bring the promisM day. 

HOPE IN DARKNESS. 

XT' E T, gracious God, 

Yet will I feek thy fmiling face ; 
What though a fhort ^clipfe his beauties fhrowd 

And bar the influence of his rays, 
'Tis but a morning vapour, or a fumraer clouds 
He is my fun though he refufe to (hine. 

Though for a moment he depart 

I dwell for ever on his heart. 
For ever he on mine. 

Early before the light arife 

1*11 fpring a thought away to God ; 

The paffion of my heart and eyes 

Shall fhout a thoufand groans and fighs, 

A thoufand glances ftrike the fkies. 
The floor of his abode. 

Dear Sovereign, hear thy fervant pray. 

Bend the blue heavens, Ftertjal King, 

Downward thy chearful graces bring ; 
Or fhall I breathe in vain and pant my hours away ? 
Break, glorious Brightnefs, through the gloomy veil. 

Look how the armies of defpair 

Aloft their footy banners rear 

Round my poor captive foul, and dare 

Pronounce me prifoner of hell. 

But 
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But Thou, my Sun, and Thou my Shield, , 
Wilt fave me in the bloody field j 
Break, glorious Brightnefs, fhoot one gli^nmerin] 
One glance of thine creates a day. 
And drives the troops of hell away. 

Happy the times, but ah ! the times are gone 

When wondrous power and radiant grace 
Round the tall arches of the temple fhone,. 
And mingled their viftorious rays : 

Sin, with all its ghaftly train, 
FJed to the deeps of death again. 
And fmiling triumph fat on every face :. 
Our fpirits raptur'd with the fight 
Where all devotion, all delight. 
And loud Hofannas founded the Redeemer's prai 
Here could I fay, 
(And point the place whereon I ftood) 
Here I enjoy'd a vifit half the day. 
From. my defcending God : 
J was regard with heavenly fare. 
With fruit and manna from above £, 
Divinely fweet the bleilings were 
While mine Emanuel was there :. 
And o'er my head 
The conqueror fpread 
The banner of his love. 

Then why my heart funk down fo low? 
Why do my eyes diflblve and flow,. 
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And hopelefs nature mourn ? 
Review, my foul, thofe pleafmg days. 
Read his unalterable grace 
Through the di(pleafure of his face. 

And wait a kind return. 
A Father's love may raife a frown 
To chide the child, or prove the Son, 

But love will ne'er deftroy ; 
The hour of darknefs is but /hort, 
'Faith be thy life, and patience thy fupport. 

The morning brings the .joy. 

Gome, LORD JESUS. 

X TT HEN fhall thy lovely face be feen ? 

• ^ When (hall our eyes behold our God ? 
What lengths of diftance lie between. 
And hills of guilt ? a heavy load 1 

Our months are ages of delay. 
And (lowly every minute wears : 
Fly, winged time, and roll away 
Thefe tedious rounds of fluggi/h years. 

Ye heavenly gates, loofe all your chains. 
Let the eternal piHars bow ; 
Bleft Saviour, cleave the ftarry plains. 
And make the cryftal mountains flow. 

Hark, how thy faints unite their cries. 
And pray and wait the general doom ; 
•Come, Thou, The Soul of all our Joys, 
Thou, The De(ire of Nations^ come. 



Bait 
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Put thy bright robes of triumph on. 
And blefs our eyes, and blefs our ears. 
Thou abfent Love, thou dear Unknown, 
Thou Fixireft of ten thoufand Fairs. 

Our heart-ftrings groan with dv?ep complaint,. 
Our flefh lies panting, Lord, for thee. 
And every limb, and every joint, ■ 
Stretches for immortality. 

Our fpirits fhake their eager wings. 
And burn to meet thy flying throne j. 
We rife away from mortal things 
T\attend thy fhining chariot down. 

Now let our chearful eyes furvey 
The blazing earth and melting hills,. 
And fmile to fee the lightnings play. 
And flalh along before thy wheels. 

O for a fhout of violent joys 
To join the trumpet's thundering found ! 
The angel herald Ihakes the fkies. 
Awakes the graves, and tears the ground. 

Ye flumbering faints, a heavenly hoft 
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs j 
Let every facred fleeping duft 
Leap into life, for Jefus comes. 

Jefus, the God of might and love, 
New-moulds our limbs of cumberous clay 5 • 
Quick as feraphic-flames we move, 
Aftivc and young, and fair, as they.. 
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ur airy feet with unknown flight 
Arift as the motions of defire, 
un up the hills of heavenly light, 
nd leave the weltering world in fire. 

Bewailing my own Inconftancy. 

LOVE the Lord ; but ah ! how far 

• My thoughts from the dear objeft are ! 
'his wanton heart how wide it roves ! 
.nd fancy meets a thoufand loves. 

* my foul burn to fee my God, 
tread the courts oF his abode, 

ut troops of rivals throng the place, 
nd tempt me off before his face. 

/"ould I enjoy my Lord alone, 
bid my paflions all be gone, 
.11 but my love ; and charge my will 
o bar the door and guard it Hi II. 

ut cares, or trifles, make, or find, 
all new avenues to the mind, 
'ill I with grief and wonder fee, 
luge crowds betwixt the Lord and me. 

)ft I am told the Mufe will prove 
^ friend to piety and love ; 
>tnit I begin fome facrcd fong, 
^d take my Saviour on my tongue*. 

Strangely- 



f 
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Strangely I lofe his lovely face. 
To hold the empty founds in chace; 
At beft the chimes divide my heart. 
And the Mufe ftiares the larger pan. 

Falfe confident ! and falfer breaft I 
■Fickle, and fond of every giieft : 
Each airy image as it flies ^ 

Here finds admittance through my eyes. 

This fooliih heart can leave her God, 
And fhadows tempt her thoughts abroad : 
How fhall I fix this wandering mind ? 
Or throw ray fetters on the wind? 

Look gently down. Almighty Grace, 
Prifon me round in thine embrace ; 
Pity the foul that would be thine. 
And let thy power my love confine. 

Say, when fliall the bright moment be 
That I (hall live alone for Thee, 
My heart no foreign Lords adore. 
And the wild Mufe prove falfe no more i 



For- 
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Forsaken, yet Hoping. 

TT APPY the hours, the golden days, 
*■ •*- When I could call my Jefus mine. 
And fit and view his fmiling face. 
And melt in pleafures all-divine. 

Near to my heart, within my arms 
He lay, till fin defiPd my breaft. 
Till broken vows, and eaithly charms, 
Tir'd and provokM my heavenly gue(l. 

And now He 's gone, (O mighty woe !) 
Oone from my foul, and hides his love I 
Curfe on you, (ins, that griev'd Him (6, 
Ye fins, that forc'd him to remove. 

Break, break, my heart ; complain, my tongue : 
Hither, my friends, your forrows bring : 
Angels, affift my doleful fong, 
If you have e'er a mourning firing. 

But, ah I your joys are ever high. 
Ever his lovely face you fee ; 
While my poor fpirits pant and die. 
And groan, for Thee, my God, for Thee, 

Yet let my hope look through my tears. 
And fpy afar his rolling throne ; 
His chariot through the cleaving fphere» 
Shall bring the bright Beloved down* 
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Swift as a roe flies o'er the hills, 
My foul fprings out to meet him high. 
Then the fair Conqueror turns his wheels. 
And climbs the manfions of the flty. 

There fmiling Joy for ever reigns. 
No more the turtle leaves the dove j 
Farewell to jealoufies, and pains. 
And all the ills of abfent love. 

The conclusion. 
GOD exalted above all Praife, 

pTERNAL Power! whofe high abode 
■^^ Becomes the grandeur of a God $ 
Infinite length beyond the bounds 
Where ftars revolve their little rounds. 

The lowed ftep above thy feat 

Rifes too high for Gabriel's feet. 

In vain the tall Arch-angel tries. 

To reach thine height with wondering eyes. 

Thy dazzling beauties whilft he fings. 
He hides his face behind his wings ; 
And ranks of fhining thrones around 
Fall worftiiping, and fpread the ground« 

Lord, what Hiall earth and alhes do ! 
We would adore our Maker too; 
From fin and dull to thee we cry. 
The Great, the Holy, and the High ! 
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irth from afar has heard tlie fame, 
nd worms have learnt to lifp thy name ; 
It O, the glories of thy mind 
:ave all our foaring thoughts behind. 

^d is in heaven, and men below $ 
5 /hort, our tunes 5 our words be few j 
facred reverence checks our fongs, 
nd praife fits filent on our tongues. 

<« Tibi filet Laus, O Deut,'' Pfal. Ixv. 1., 



The End of the First B o o c« 
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HORiE LYRIC iE. 

BOOK II. 

Sacred to Virtue, Honour, 
and Friendship. 



To Her MAJESTY. 

OUEEN of the Northern world, whofc gentle fway 
Commands ourlove, and charms our hearts t'obey, 
Forgiv^-the nation's groan when William dy'd j ' 
Lo, at thy feet in all the royal pride 
Of blooming joy, three happy realms appear. 
And William's urn almoft without a tear 
Stands ; nor complains ; while from thy gracious tongue 
Peace flows in filver ftreams amidft the throng. 
Amazing balm, that on thofe lips was found 
To foothe the torment of that mortal wound. 
And calm the wild afFiIght ! The terror < 
The bleeding wound cements, the dange 
And Albion fliouts thine honours as her joys i 

3 The 



•r dies, 1 

ger flies, > 
r joys arifc. 3 
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The German eagle feels her guardian dead^ 
Kot her own thunder can fecure her head i 
Her trembling eaglets haften from afar. 
And Belgians lion dreads the OalHck war s 
All hide behind thy (hield. Remoter lands 
Whofe lives lay trufted in Naflbvian hands 
Transfer their fouls, and live ; fecure they play 
In thy mild rays, and love the growing day. 

Thy beamy wing At once defends and warms 
Fainting religion, whilft in various fomis 
Fair piety fhines through the Britilh iflcs : 
Here at Ihy fide, and in thy kindeil fmiles* 
Blazing in oniamental gold (he ftands. 
To blefs thy councils, and aflift thy hands^ 
And crowds wait round her to receive commands. 
There, at a huniible diftance from the throne f 
beauteous Ihe lies j her lurtre all her own, 
tJngarnifh'd ; yet not blufhing, nor afraid, 
Kor knows fufpicion, nor afFe6ls the fhade : 
Chearful and pleas'^d fhe not prefumes to (hare 
In thy parental gifts, but owns thy guardian cartfi 
For theft, dear fovercign, endlefs vows arife. 
And zeal with earthly wing falutes the flcics 
To gain thy fafety ; Here a folemn form * 
Of andient words keeps the devotion warm^ 



* Thp eftabliihed church of England* 
t TheProteftant Diffenters. 
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And guides, but bounds our wiflies : There the mi 
Feeb its own fire, aod kindles unconfinM 
With bolder hopes : Yet ftill beyond our vows, 
Thy lovely glories rife, thy fpreading terror grows 

Princcfs, the world already owns thy name : 
Go, mount the chariot of immortal fame. 
Nor die to be renown'd : Fame's loudeft breath 
Too dear is purchasM by an angel's death. 
The vengeance of thy rod, with general joy. 
Shall fcourge rebellion and the rival-boy f ; 
Thy founding arras his Gallic patron hears, 
' And fpeeds his ftight ; nor overtakes his fears. 
Till hard defpair wring from the tyrant's foul 
The iron tears out. Let thy frown control 
Our angry Jars at home, till wrath fubmit 
Her impious banners to thy facred feet j 
Mad zeal, and frenzy, with their murderous train. 
Feel thefe fwect realms- in thine aufpicious reign, 
Envy expire in rage, and treafon bite the chain. 

Let no black fcenes affright fair Albion's ftage i 
Thy thread of life prolong our golden age. 
Long blefs the earth, and late afcend thy throne 
Ethereal 5 (not thy deeds are there unknown. 
Nor there unfung ; for by thine awful hands 
Heaven rules the waves, and thunders o'er the lands. 
Creates inferior kings J, and gives 'em their commands 

* The Proteftant DiiTenters. 
-f The Pietender. 

J She made Charles 'the Emperor's fecond Ton K 

of Spain, who was afierwards Emperor of German) 

3 J 
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-cgions attend thee at the radiant gates ; 
'^or thee thy fiftor-feraph, bleft Maria, waits. 

But oh ! tl)e parting ftroke 1 feme heavenly power 
-hear thy fad Britons in the gloomy hour; 
ome new propitious ftar appear on high 
The faireft glory of the Weftern (ky, 
^nd Anna be its name 5 with gentle fway 
To check the planets of malignant ray, 
•ooth the rude north wind, and the rugged Bear, 
-aim riling wars, heal the contagious air, 
\xkd reign with peaceful influenccto the fouthern fphei 



J 



Note, This poem was written in the year 1705, m 
hat honourable part of the reign of our late Queen, 
vhen iht had broke the French power at Blcnlicim, 
ifferted the right of Charles the ^relent emperor to the 
:rown of Spain, exerted her zeal for the Proteftant Siic- 
:efIion, and promifed inviolably to maintain the tole- 
•ation to the Proteftant Difl'enicrs. Thus ihe appeared 
:he chief fupport of the Reformation, and the patronefa 
|f the liberties of Europe. 

The latter part of her reign was of a different colour, 
and was by no means attended with the accompiifti- 
ment of thofe glorious hopes which wc had conctivcd. 
Now the Mufe cannot fatlsfy herfelf to publlfU this new 
edition without acknowledging the n.ilLike of her ter- 
mer prefages j and while llie does tlie world this jufiicc^ 
file does herfelf the honour of a volunury iccia<^i?ituMi. 
Auguft I. J 7^1. 1. W. 
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PALINODIA. 

TJRITONS, forgive the forward Mafe 
•*^ That dar'd prophetic fcals to loofe, 
(Unfkiird in fate's Eternal Book) 
And the deep chara6lers midook. 

George is the name, that glorious ftar | 
Ye faw his fplendors beaming far ; 
Siaw in the Eaft your joys arife. 
When Anna funk in weftern fkies. 
Streaking the heavens with crimfon gloom> 1 

Emblems of tyranny and Rome, r 

Portending blood and night to come. 3 

'Twas George diffused a vital ray. 
And gave the dying nations day : 
His influence fooths the Ruflian Bear, 
Calms rifing wars, and heals the air j 
Join'd with the fun his beams arc hurl'd 
To fcatter bleflings round the world. 
Fulfil whatever the Mufe has fpoke. 
And crown the work that Anne forfook. 

Aug. I. 172X. 

To John Locke, Efq; retired from Bafincfs. 

ANGELS are made of heavenly things 
And light and love our fouls compofe. 
Their blifs within their bofom fprings. 

Within their bofom flows. 

But 
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Lit narrow minds ftlll make pretence 
o fearch the coafts of flefh and fenfe, 
nd fetch diviner pleafures thencet 
[en are akin to ethereal forms. 
It they belye their nobler birth, 
:ba(e their honour down to earth. 
And claim a (hare with worms. 

i that has treaiiires of his own 
ay leave the cottage or the throne, 
ay quit the globe, and dwell alone 

Within his fpacious mind. 
»cke hath a ^ul wide as the Tea, 
Im as the night, bright as the day, 
lere may his vaft ideas play. 

Nor feel a thought confin'd. 

John Shute, Efq; (afterwards Lord 
Barrington.) 

Mr.. Locke's dangerous Sicknefs, fome time 
after he had retired to (lady the Scriptures. 

June, 1704. 

N D muft the man of wondrous mind 
^ (Now his rich thoughts are juft refin'd) 

Forfake our longing eyes ? 
ifon at length fubmits to wear 
e wings of Faith ; and lo, they rear 
r chariot high, and nobly bear 
Her prophet to the ikies. 

Go,' 
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Go, friend, and wait the prophet^s flight> 
Watch if his mantle chance to light. 

And feize it for thy own $ 
Shute is the darling of his years. 
Young Shute his better likencfs bears ; 
All but his wrinkles and his hairs 

Are copy*d in his fon. 

Thus when our follies, or our faults^ 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts. 

Thy pen fliall make us wife : 
The Tallies of whofe youthful wit 
Could pierce the Britifh fogs with light. 
Place our true * Intereft in our fighty 

And open half our eyes. 

Ta Mr. W I L L I A M N O K E S. 

FRIENDSHIP. 

170: 

TpRIENDSHIP, thou charmer of the mind, 
•*' Thou fweet deluding ill. 
The brigheft minute mortals find. 
And fharpeft hour we feel. 

Fate has divided all our ihares 

Of pleafure and of pain ; 
In love the comforts and the cares 

Are mixM and join'd again. 

Eu 

• The Intereft of England, written by Mr. Shutc# 
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It whilft in floods our forrow rolls. 
And drops of joy are few, • 
lis dear delight of mingling fouls 
Serves but to fwell our woe. 

1 ! why (liould blifs depart in hade. 
And friendftiip (lay to moan ? 
hy the fond paflion cling fo faft. 
When every joy is gone ? 

:t never let our hearts divide. 
Nor death diftblve the chain : 
r love and joy were once ally'd. 
And muft be joinM again. 



Nathanael Gould, Efq; afterwards 
Sir Nathanael Gould, 



1704^ 



T^IS not by fplcndour, or by ftate, 
■■■ Exalted mein, or lofty gait, 
f Mufe takes meafures of a king : 
[f wealth, or height, or bulk will do, 
)hc calls each mountain of Peru 

A more majzrtic thing, 
•"rown on me, friend, if e'er I boaft 
D'er fcllow-minJs enflav'd in clay, 
!)r fwell when I fliall have engroft 
\ larger heap of (hining dui!^, 
d wear a bigger load of earth than they. 



Let 



Let the vain world falute me loud. 
My thoughts loolt inward, and forget 
The foundivg names of High and Great» 
The flatteries of the crowd. 

--.When Gould commands his (hips to run 
And fearch the traffic of the fea, 
His fleet overtakes the falling day. 
And bears the weftem mines away. 

Or richer fpices from the rifing fun : 
While the glad tenants of the fhore 
Shout, and pronounce him fenator *» 
Yet ftill the man^s the fame i 
For well the happy merchant knows 
The foul with treafure never grows. 
Nor fwells with airy fame* 

But truft me, Gould, *tis lawful pride 
To rife above the mean control 

Of flefli and fenfe, to which we 're ty'd ; , 
This is ambition that becomes a foul. 
We fteer our courfe up through the ikies j 
Farewell this barren land : 
We ken the heavenly fliore with longing eyes, 
There the dear wealth of fpirits lies. 
And beckoning angels (land. 

* Member of parliament for a port in Suflei. 
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roDr.THOMAS GIBSON. 
The Life of Souls. 
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/^IFT as the fun revolves the day 

Ve haften to the dead, 

s to the wind vrc pufF away,' 

id to the ground we tread. 

air that lends us life, when firft 

le vital bellows heave : 

3e(h we borrow of the duft ; 

when a mother's care has nurft 

te babe to manly Aze, we muft 

ith ufury pay the grave. 

juleps drawn from precious ore 

11 tend the dying flame : 

plants, and roots, of barbarous namc^ 

rn from the Indian fhore. 

we fupport our tottering flefli, 
r cheeks refume the rofe afrefh, 
1 bark and (leel play well their game 

fave our finking breath, 
Gibfon, with his awful power, 
es the poor precarious hour 
^rom the demands of death. 



But 



\jr graip ine ocean witn my ipan, 
I muft be meafurM by my foul : 
The mind *s the ftandard of the man. 



To SARISSA 

An EPISTLE. 

T>E AR up, Sarifla, through the ruffling 
^^ Of a vain vexing world j Tread down 
Thofe ragged thorns that lie acrofs the road 
Nor fpend a tear upon them. Truft the M 
She fings experienced truth : This briny de 
This rain of eyes will make the briars gro^ 
We travel thrpugh a deftrt, and our feet 
Have meafur'd a fair fpace> have left behin 
•A thoufand dangers, and a thoufand fnares 
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arewelly ye waxing and ye waning moons, 
It we have watch*d behind the flying clouds 
night^s dark hill, or fetting or afcending, 
n meridian height : Then filence reign*d 
r half the world j then ye beheld our tears, 
witnefs'd our complaints, our kindred groans, • 
j harmony !) while with your beamy horns 
'ichef orb ye filver'd»o'er the green 
ere trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
mourners. Now ye have fulfillM your round, 
)re hours are fled, farewell. Months that are gone 
gone for ever, and have borne away 
h his own load. Our woes and forrows paft, 
untainous woes, ftlll leflen as they fly 
ofl^. So billows in a ftormy fea, 
ve after wave (a long fucceflion) roll 
ond the ken of fight : The failors fafe 
k far a-ftern till they have loft the ftorm, 
i fhout their boifterous joys. A gentler Mufe 
;s thy dear fafery, and commands thy cares 
dark oblivion ; buryM deep in night 
e them, SariflTa, and aflift my fong. 

Iwake thy voice, fing how the flender line 
fate's immortal Now divides the paft 
m all the future, with eternal bars 
bidding a return. The paft temptations 
more (hall vex us ; every grief we feel 
)rtcns the deftin'd number j every pulfe 
Its a (harp moment of the pain away, 

N And 
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And tbe laft ftroke will come. By fwift degree 
Timefweeps ps off, and we fhall foon arrive 
At life*s Cweet period : O celeftUI point 
That ends this mortal Aory ! 

Put if a glimpfe of light with flattering ray 
Breaks through the clouds of life, or wandering 
Amidft the (hades invite your doubtful feet. 
Beware the dancing meteor j faithlefs guide, 
That leads the lonefome pilgrim wide aftray 
To bogs, and fens^ and pits, and certain death 
Should vicious pleafure take an angel -form 
And at a diftance rife, by flow degrees. 
Treacherous, to wind herfelf into your heart. 
Stand firm aloof ; nor let the gaudy phantom 
Too long allure your gaze : The juft delight 
That heaven indulges lawful muft obey 
Superior powers j nor tempt your thoughts too 
In flavery to fenfe, nor fwell your hope 
To dangerous fize : If it approach your feet 
And court your hand, forbid tV intruding joy 
To fit too neai- your heait : Still may our fouls 
Claim kindred with the (kits, nor mix with duf 
Our b^terrborn afFeilions j Jer.ve the globe 
A neft for woims, and haiien to our borne. 

O there are gardens of th' immortal kind 
That crown the heavenly Eden^s riflng hills 
With beauty and with fweets j no lurking raifc 
Dwells in the fruit, npr fcrpent twines the bou^ 
5 
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■*he branches bend laden with life and blift 

Lipc for the tafte, but 'tis a fteep afceot t 

iold faft the * golden chain }n down from heaven* 

Twill help your feet and wings ; I feel its force 

)nw upwards; fallenM to the pearly gate 

t guides the way unerring : Happy clue 

Through this dark wild \ 'Twas wirdom''s nobleft work) 

Ul joinM by power divine, and every link is love. 

To Mr. T. BRADBURY, 

P A. R A JD I S E. 

1708, 

Young as I am I tjult tbe ftagc, 
"lor will I know th' applnufes df the age ; 
'urewell to growing fame. T leave below 
A life not half worn out with cares^ 
Or agonies, or years 5 
I leave my country all in tears, 
Jut heaven demands me upward, and I diiri to go, 
Amongft ye, friends, divide and (hare 

The remnant of my days. 
If ye have patience, and can bear 
A. lung fatigue of life, and drudge through all the race. 
N 1 ^ Hark^ 

The gofpcU 
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Hark, my fair guardian chides my ftay> 

And waves his golden rod : 
** Angel, I come ; lead on the way :'* 

And now- by fwift degrees 
I fail aloft thiwigh azvire feas. 
Now tread the milky road : 
Farewell, ye planets, in your fpheres ; 
And as the ftars are loft, a brighter fky appears* 

In hafte for paradife 
I ftrctch the pinions of a bolder thought 5 
Scarce had 1 will'd, but I was paft 
'Deferts of tracklefs light and all th' ethereal wafte. 

And to il» facred borders brought 5 
There on the wing a guard of cherubs lies. 

Each waves a keen flame as he flies. 
And well defends the walls from fieges and furpriz' 

With pleafing reverence I behold 
The pearly portals wide unfold : 
Enter, my foul, and view th' amazing fcenes ; 
Sit faft upon the flying Mufe, 
And let thy roving wonder loofe 
O'er all th' empyreal plains. 
Noon ftands eternal here : here may thy fight 
Drink- in the rays of primogenial light i 
Here breathe inin>ortal. air : 
Joy muft beat high in every vein, 
Pleafure through all thy bofom reign ; 
The laws forbid the ftranger, pain^ 
And. banifli tvery care«. 
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See how the bubbling fprings of love 
Beneath the throne arife ; 

The ftreams in cryftal channels move. 

Around the golden ftreets they rove, 
tnd blefs the manfions of the upper (kies. 

There a fair grove of knowledge grows. 

Nor fin nor death infefts the fruit ; 

Young life hangs freih on all the boughs. 
And fprings from every root 4 

Here may thy greedy icnfes feaft 
iThile extafy and health attends on every tafte. 

With the fair profpe6l charmM I ftood 5 ' 

earlefs I feed on the delicious fare, 
.nd drink profufe falvation from the filver flood. 
Nor cart excefs he there. 

In facred order rangM along 

Saints new-releas'd by death 
Join the bold feraph's -warbling breath, 

And aid th^ immortal fong. 
Each has a voice that tunes his ftrings 
To mighty founds, and mighty things^ 

Things of everlafting weight, 
Sounds, like the fofter viol, fweet. 

And, like the trumpet, urong. 
Divine attention held my ibul, 
I was all ear ! 
rhrough all my powers the heavenly accents roll, 
I longM and wilh'd my Bradbury there ^^ 
" Could he but hear thefe notes, I faid, 
** riis tuneful foui 'vonld never bear 

N 3 *' The 
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** The dull unwinding of life's tedious tWead; 
** But burft the vital cliords to Feach the happy c 

And now my tongue prepares to join 
The harmony, and with a noble aim 

Attempts th' unntterable name. 
But faints, confounded by the not«s drvine t 
Again my foul th* unequal honour fought. 

Again her otraoft force Ihe brought. 
And bow'd beneath the burden of tb' unwieldy tl: 

Thrice I eflay'd, and fainted tfarice 5 
Th' immortal labour (IrainM my feeble frame, 
Broke the bn'ght vifion,. and di(!bly*d the dream 

I funk at once and loft the ikies : 

In vain I fought the fcenes of light 
Rolling abroad my longing eyes, 
For all aroond them ftood nay cm takis and-l^e 11 

Strift Religion very rare. 

T 'M borne aloft, and leave the crowd, 
'*' I fail upon a morning cloud 

Skirted with dawning gold : 
Mine eyes beneath the opening day 
Command the globe with wide iiirvey. 
Where ants in bufy millions play, 

And tug and heave the mould. 

^ Are thcfe the things (ray paflion cry'd) 
" That wc call men ? Are thcfe ally'd 
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** To the fair worlds of light ? 
** They have rasM out their Maker*s name, 
" Graven on their minds with pointed fiame 

" In ftrolces divinely bright. 

** Wretches ! they hate their native fkies ;' 
** If an ethereal thought arife, 

** Or fpark of virtue fhine, 
** With cruel force they damp its plumes, 
•« Choke the young fire with fenfual fumes^ 

« With bufinefs, luft, or wine. 

•* Lo ! how they throng with panting breath 

**'The broad dcfcending road 
•' That leads unerring down to death, 

«* Nor mifs the dark abode.'* 
Thus while I drop a tear or two 
On the wild herd, a noble few 
Dare to ftray upward, and purfue 

Th' unbeaten way to God, 

I meet Myrtillo mouifiting high, 
I know his candid foul afar; 
Here Dorylus and Thyrfis fly 

Each like a rifing ftar. 
Charin I faw and Fidea tliere, 
I /aw them help each other's flight. 

And blefs them as they go ; 
They foar beyond my labouring fight. 
And leave their loads of moital caic. 

But not their love, below. 

N.4 Od 



Acrofs the road a feraph flew, 

" Mark, (faid he) that happy pair, 

" Marriage helps devotion there : 

** When, kindred minds their God purfue 

•' They break with double vigour through 

** TIic dull incumbent air." 
Charm'd with the pleafurc and furpnze. 

My foul adores and fmgs, 
" Bled be the power that fprings their flight, 
** That ftreaks their path with heavenly light, 
** That turns their love to facrifice, 

** And joins their zeal for wings.** 

ToMr. C.andS. FLEETWOO) 

inLEETWOODS, young generous pair, 
"** Defpife the joys that fools purfue j ■ 
Bubbles are light and brittle too. 
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Titles and names, and life and breath, 
Slaves to the wind and born for death j 
The foul > the only thing we have 
Worth an important thought. 

The foul ! 'tis of th' immortal kind. 

Nor form'd of fire, or earth, or wind, [behind. 
Cut-lives the mouldering corpfe, and leaves the globe 

In limbs of clay though flie appears, 
Array'd in rofy (kin, and deck'd with es^^s and eyes. 

The flefh is but the foul's difguife. 
There 's nothing in her frame kin to the drefs (he wears : 

From all the laws of matter free. 

From all we feel, and all we fee. 
She ftands eternally diilin^l, and mud for ever be. 

Rife then, my thoughts, on high. 
Soar beyond all that 's made to die ; 
Lo ! on an awful throne 
Sits the Creator and the Judge of fouls. 
Whirling the planets round the poles. 
Winds oflFour threads of life, and brings our periods on* 
Swift the approach, and folemn is the day. 
When this immortal mind 
Stript of the body's coarfe array 
To endlefs pain, or endlefs joy, 
Muft be at once confign'd. 

Think of the fands run down to waftCi 
We poffefa none of all the paft. 

None 
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None but the pi^fent is our own.5 
Grace is- not plaoM withinour power, 
^Tis but one (horf, one /hining hoar. 
Bright and declining as a'fecting'.fun. 
Sec the white minutes wing'd with hafie 5 
The Now that flies may be the laft'j. 
Seize the falvation e'er *tis paft. 

Nor mourn the bleiling gone ; 
A thought's delay is ruin here, 
A clofing eye, a gafping breath. 
Shuts up the golden fcene in death. 

And drowns you in defpair. 

To WILLIAM BLACKBOXJRN, 
Casimir. Lib. II. Od. ft. imitated. 
*' Quae tegit canas modo Bnima valles, &• 

lUf ARK how it fnows ! bow faft the valley 

. J-^-*- And^he fweet groves the hoary garment ^ 

Yet the warm fun- beams bounding from the hi 

Shall melt the vail away, and the young green 

But when old age has on your temples fhed 
Her filver-froft, there 's no returning fun ; 
Swift flies our autumn, fwift our fummer 's fled 
When youth, and love> and fpring, and golden 
gone. 
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Then cold, and winter, and your aged fhowy 
Stick fad upon you $ not the rich array. 
Not the green garland, nor the rofy bought 
Shall cancel or conceal the melancholy grey. 

The chace of pleaAires is not worth the paiM, 
While the bright fajids of health run waAing down | 
A.nd honour calls you from the fofter fccnes, 
^Q fell the gaudy hour' for agts. of rtnown* 

*Tis but one youth, and (hort, that mortals have^ 
And one old age diiTolves our feeble frame ; 
3ut there 's a heavenly art t* elude the gntVe, 
And with the hero-race immortal kindred claim. 

The man that has his country^s facred tears 
Bedewing hi^ cold hearfe, has liv*d his day s 
Thus, Blackbourn, we iliould leave our names our heii'8 $ 
Old time and waning moons fwe^ all the reft away. 

TRUE MONARCHY, 

170s 

'*T^ H E riiing year beheld* di' imperious^ Goal 
^ Stretch his dominion, while a hundfcid towns 
Crouched to the vi6lor: but a fteady foul- 
Stands firm on its own bafe, and i-eigns as- widef 
As abfolute ; and fways ten thoufand flaves, 
Lufts and wild fancies with a fovereign hand* 

We are a little kingdom ; but the man 
That chains his rebel will to reafon^s tbroncy 

fonat 
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Forms it a large one, whilft his royal mind 
Makes heaven its council, from the rolls above 
Draws its own ftatutes, and with joy obeys. 

'Tis not a troop of well-appointed guards 
Create a monarch, not a purple robe 
Dy'd in the people's blood, not all the crowns 
Or dazzling tiars that bend about the head. 
Though gilt with fun-beams and fet round with ( 
A monarch He that conquers all his fears. 
And treads upon them ; when he (lands alone, 
Maices his own camp ; four guardian virtues wai 
His nightly (lumbers, and fecure his dreams. 
Now dawns the light ; he ranges all his thoughts 
In fquare battalions, bold to meet th' attacks 
Of time and chance, himfelf a numerous hoft» 
All eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day. 
Firm as a rock, and movelefs as the centre. 

In vain the harlot, pleafure, fpreads her charmj 
To lull his thoughts in luxury's fair lap. 
To fenfual eafe (the bane of little kings, 
'Monai-chs whofe waxen images of fouls 
Are moulded into foftnefs) ; ftiil his mind 
Wears its own fhape, nor can the heavenly form 
Stoop to be model'd by the wild decrees 
Of the oiad vulgar, that unthinking herd. 

He lives above the crowd, nor hears the noifc 
Of wars and triumphs, nor regards the fhouts 
Of popular applaufe, that empty found j 

4 
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Nor feels the flying arrows of reproach. 
Or fpite or envy. In hiinfelf fecure, 
"Wifdom his tower, and confcience is his fhieid. 
His peace all inward, and his ioys his own. 

Now my ambition fwells, my wi flies foar. 
This be my kingdom : fit above the gtohe 
My rifing foul, and drefs thyfelf around 
And ftiine in virtue's armour, climb the height 
Of wifdom's lofty caftle, there refide 
Safe from the fmiling and the frowning world. 

Yet once a day drop down a gentle look 
On the great mole-hill, and with pitying eye 
Survey the bufy emmets round the heap, 
Crouding and buftling in a thoufand forms 
Of ftrife and toil, to purchafe wealth and fame, 
A bubble or a duft : Then call thy thoughts 
Up to thyfelf to feed on joys unknown. 
Rich without gold, and great without renown* 

TRUE COURAGE. 

TT ONOUR demands my fong. Forget the ground,. 
^^ My generous Mufe, and fit amongft the ftar9t 
There fing the foul, that, confcbus of her birtli. 
Lives like^a native of the vital world, 
Amongft thefe dying clods, and bears her date 
Juft to herfelf : how nobly (he maintains 
Her character, fuperior to the flefti. 
She wields her pailtons like her limbs, and knows. 
The brutal powers were only born t' obey. 

This 



This is the man whom ftorras could never tnitkr 
Meanly complain ', nor can a flattering gale 
Make him talk proudlly : he hath no defire 
To read his fecrct fate t yet unconcerned 
And calm could meet his unborn deftiny. 
In all its charming, or its frightful fhapes. 

He that unihrinking, and without a groan^ 
Bears the firft wound, may finiih all the war 
With meer Coiu:ageous filence, and conM bff 
Conqueror : for die man that well conceals 
The heavy ftrokes of fate, he bears them well. 

He, though th' Atlantic and the Midland feas 
With adverfe furges meet, and rife on high 
Sufpended *twixt the winds, then ru(h amain 
Mingled with flames, upon his fmgle head. 
And clouds, and ftars, and thunder, firm he ftatidsi 
Secure of his beft lifej unhurt, unmov'd ; 
And drops his lower nature, born for death. 
Then from the lofty caftle of his mind 
Sublime looks down, exulting, and furveys 
The ruins of creation (Souls alone 
Are heirs of dying worlds) } a piercing g]an<% 
Shoots upwards from between his clofmg lids, 
To reach his birth-place, and without a figh 
He bids his batterM fltfh lie gently down 
Amon^fl his native rubbifh ; whilft the fpirit 
Breathe^ and flies upward, an undoubted guefl 
Of the tiird heaven, th' unruinablt flcy. 

ThidK 
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Thither, when fatp has bfotigbt our willing £hiU» 
No matter whether 'twas a iharp difeaTe, 
Or a fliarp fword.tlitt help'4 the traveilers on» 
And pu(hM ais totoor home. Bear up, my friend* 
Serenely, and !break through the ftomy i>nfie 
With fteady prow ] know, we ^udl oAce arrive 
At the fair haven of eternal blifs. 
To which we ever.fteer ; whether as kings 
Of wide command we *ve ipread the fpacious lea 
With a broad painted fleet, or rowM along 
In a thin cock«*boat.widi a little oar. 

There let my native plank fluf t me to land 
And I *11 be happy : Thus t*ll leap afbere 
Joyful and fearlefs.on th' immortal coa(l« 
Since ^11 1 leaveits mortal, 4Mid it muft be ioft. 

To the much honoured Mr. Thomas Rowe^ 
the Director of my youthful Studies* 

FREE PHILOSOPHY. 

/CUSTOM, that tyranners of fools, 

^^ That leads the learned round die fchoolsi 

In magic chains of forms and rules ! 

My genius ftorms her throne : 
No more, ye flaves, with awe profound 
Beat the dull track, nor dance the round j 
Loofe hands, and quit th' incbanted ground : 

Knowledge invites us each alone. 

I hate 
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I hate thefe fhackles of the mind 

Forg'd by the haughty wife 5 
l^ouls v/ere not bom to be confin^dy 
And led, like Samfon, blind ahd bound ^' 
But when his native ftrength he found 

He well aveng'd his eyes. 
I love thy gentle influence, Rowe, 
Thy gentle influence, like the fun. 
Only diflblves the frozen fnow. 
Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow. 
And chufe the channels where they run. 

Thoughts ihould be free as fire or wind j 
The pinions of a fingle mind 

Will through all nature fly : 
But who can drag up to the poles 
Long fetter'd ranks of leaden fouls ? 
A genius which no chain controuls 
Roves with delight, or deep, or high : 
Swift I furvey the globe around, 
Dive to the centre through the folid ground. 

Or travel o'er the flcy. 

To the Reverend Mr. B E N O N I R O WI 

The Way of the Multitude. 

"D OWE, if we make the crowd our guide 

Through life's uncertain road, 
Mean is the chafe j and wandering wide "* 
We roifs th' immortal goodj 
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Vet if my thoughts could be coniin'd 
To follow any leader-mindy 
I 'd mark thy fteps, and tre;id the fame : 
i)reft in thy notions I 'd appear 
Not like a foul of mortal frame. 
Nor with a vulgat air. 

Men live at random and by chance. 

Bright reafon never leads the dance | 
Whilft in the broad and beaten way 

O'er dales and hills from truth we ftray. 
To ruin we defcend, to ruin we advance. 

Wifdora retires ; (he hates the crowd. 
And with a decent fcorn 
Aloof ihe climbs her fteepy feat. 
Where nor the grave nor giddy feet, 
Of the learn'd vulgar or the rude. 

Have e'er a paflage worn. 

Meer hazard firft began the track, 
Where ^iftom leads her thoufands blind 

In willing chains and ftrong ; 
There 's fcarce one bold, one noble mind. 
Dares tread the fatal error back 5 
But hand in hand ourfelves we bind. 

And drag the age along. 

Mortals, a favage herd, and loud 
As billows on a noify flood 

O In 



Snatch from the crowd, and bear fublimc 

To wifdom's lofty tower. 
Thence to fui*vey that wretched thing, 
Alankind ; and in exalted rhyme 

Blefs the delivering power. 

To the Reverend Mr. JOHN HO 



/^ RE AT man, permit the Mufe to climl 
^^ And feat her at thy feet, 
Bid her attempt a thought fublime. 

And confecrate her wit. 
I feel, I feel th' attraftive force 

Of thy fuperior foul : 
My chariot flies her upward courfe. 

The wheels divinely roll. 
Now let me chide the mean affairs 
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A pufF of honour fills tFie mind. 
And yellow duft is folld good ; 
Thus, like the afs of favage kind. 
We fnuff the breezes of the wind. 
Or fteal the.ferpent's food. 

Could all the choirs 

That charm the poles 
But ftrike one doleful found, 
'Tvvould be employed to mourn our fouls. 
Souls that were framM of fprightly fires 

In floods of folly drownM. 
Souls made of glory feek a brutal joy 5 

How they difclaim their heavenly birth. 
Melt their bright fubftance down with droflfy earth. 
And hate to be refinM from that impure alloy. 

Oft has thy genius rouzM us hence 

With elevated fong, 
Bid us renounce this world of fenfe. 
Bid us divide th* immortal prize • 
' With the feraphic throng : , 

** Knowledge and love makes fpirits bleft, 
" Knowledge their food, and love their reft ;** 
But flefh, th' unmanageable beaft, 
Refifts the pity of thine eyes, 

And mufic of thy tongue. 
Then let the worms of groveling mind 
Round the fhort joys of earthly kind 

In reftlefs windings roam i 

O % Udwc 



The Disappointment and R e l i 



T7 1 RTUE, permit my fancy to impofe 

-tTpwi my better powers : 
Sh0 cafls r>yeet fallacies on half our woes. 

And gilds the gloomy hours. 

Hbw could ^e bear this tedious round 

Of waning moons, and rolling years. 

Of flaming hopes, and chilling fears. 

If (where no fovereign cure appears) 

No opiates could be found. 

Love, the moft cordial ftream that flows. 

Is a deceitful good : 
Young Doris, who nor guilt nor danger knows. 

On the green margin ftood, 
Pleas'd with the golden bubbles as they rofe, 
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Darknefs and naufeous dregs arife 
0*er thy fair current, love, with large Aipplies 
Of pain to teaze the heart, and forrow for the eyes. 

The golden blifs that charm'd her fight 
Is dafhM, and drowned, and loft : 

A fpark, or glimmering ftreak at moft, 

Shines here and there, amidft the night, 
Amidft the turbid waves, and gives a faint delight. 

Recovered from the fad furprize, 

Doris awakes at laft. 
Grown by the difappointment wife ; 
And manages with art th' unlucky caft 5 
When the lowering frown ihe fpies 
On her haughty tyrant's brow, 
With humble love (he meets his wrathful eyes. 

And makes her fovereign beauty bow ; 
Chearful ihe fmiles upon the grizly form i 
So (hines the fetting fun on adverfe fkies. 

And paints a rainbow on the ftorm. 
Anon (he lets the fullen humour fpend. 
And with a virtuous book, or friend. 

Beguiles th*.uneafy hours t 
Well-colouring every crofs (he meets. 
With heart ferene (he fleeps and cats, 
She fpreads her board with fancy'd fvveets. 
And ftrowf her bed with flowers. 



The 
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The Hero's School of Morality. 

npHERON, amongft his travels, found, 

^ A broken ftatue on the ground j 
And fearching onward as he went 
He trac'd a ruin'd raonuraent. 
Mould, niofs, and (hades, had overgrown 
The fculpture of the crumbling (lone. 
Yet e'er he paft, with much ado, 
He guefsM, and /pell'd out, Sci-Pi-0, 

" Enough, he cry'd 5 I '11 drudge no more 
** In turning the dull Stoics o'er ; 
*' Let pedants wafte their hours of cafe 
** To fweat all night at Socrates 5 
** And feed their boys with notes and rules, 
** Thofe tedious Recipe's of fchools, 
« To cure ambition : I can leara 
*« With greater cafe the great concern 
** Of mortals 5 how we may defpife 
** All the gay things below the fkies. 

** Methinks a mouldering pyramid 
** Says all that the old lages faid 5 
♦< For me thefe fhatter'd tombs contain 
** More morals than the Vatican. 
" The duft of heroes caft abroad, 
** And kick'd, and trampled in the road, 

7 «Thc 
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Ics of a lofty mind, 
y wars and crowns dedgnM, 
. jeft from wind to wind, 
humble, and forbear 
.iments of fame to rear, 
but caftles in the air. 
ing heights, and frightful falls, 
i heaps, and funerals, 
ng kingdoms and their kings, 
thoufand mournful things 
holy filence. ■ ' ■ 






-He 



I 



gv could not bear to fee 

now lies torn and dead ; 
ale trunk, and there his head; 
ipey ! while I meditate. 
Tin horror, thy fad fate, 
fe, fcatter'd on the fhore 

name, in(lru6ls me more 
whole library before. 

, my Plutarch, then, and ilecp, 
ood Seneca may keep 
mes closM for ever too, 
further ufe for you : 
I feel my virtue fail, 
mbitious thoughts prevail, 
turn among the tombs, 
hereto all glory comes s 

O 4 " There 



FREEDOM. 



'T* E M P T me no more. My foul can ne'er 
-■' With tVe gay (laveries of a court : 

I 've an averfion to thofe charms, 
And hug dear liberty in both mine arms. 

Go, vaflaUfouls, go, cringe and wait. 
And dance attendance at Honorio's gate. 
Then run in troops before him to compofe his 
Move as hef moves : and when he loiters, ftani 

You Ve but the fhadows of a man. 

Bend when be fpeaks ; and kifs the ground 

Go, catch th' impertinence of found : 

Adore the follies of the great ; 
Wait till he fmiles : But lo, the idol frowned 
And drove them to their fate. 

Thus bafe-born minds : but as for Me, 
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cannot make this iron knee 

d to a meaner power than that which formed it free. 

'hus my bold harp profufely play'd 
iarical ; then on a branchy (hade 
mg my harp aloft, myfelf beneath it laid, 
ature that liften'd to my ftrain, 
imM the theme, and a6led it again, 
udden rofe a whirling wind 
spelling like Honorio proud, 
.round the draws and feathers crowds 
Types of a flavifh mind ; 
upwards the ftojrmy forces rife, 
'he duft flies up and climbs the (kies, 
i as the tempeft fell th* obedient vapours funk s 
lin it roars with bellowing found, 
*he meaner plants that grew around, 
! willow, and the afp, trembled and kifs'd the 

ground ; 
[ard by there ftood the iron trunk 
m old oak, and all the ftorm defyM i 
1 vain the winds their forces try'd, 
1 vain they roar'd j the iron oak 
^'d only to the heavenly thunder's ftrokct 



Oa 



'TpHU S reafon learns by flow degrees, 
•*■ What faith reveals j but ftilJ complain* 
Of intelleftual pains, 

And darknefs from the too exuberant light. 
The blaze of thofe bright myfteries 
Pour'd all at once on nature's eyes 
Offend and cloud her feeble fight. 

Reafon could fcarce fuftain to fee 
Th' Almighty One, th' Eternal Three, 
Or bear the infant Deity j 
Scarce could her pride defcend to own 
Her Maker (looping from his throne. 
And dreft in glories fo unknown. 
A ranfom'd world, a bleeding God, 
And heaven appeas'd with flowing blood» * 
Were themes too painful to be underftood. 



LYRIC POEMS, Book II. 295 

Sifter of faith, fair charity. 
Shew me the wondrous man on high, 
Tell how he fees the Godhead Three in Onej - 
The bright convi6^ion fills his eye. 
His nobleft powers in deep proftration lie 

At the myfterious throne. 
** Forgive, he cries, ye faints below, 
** The wavering and the cold aflent 
** I gave to themes divinely true ; 
** Can you admit the blefled to repent? 

** Eternal darkncfs vail the lines 
** Of that unhappy book, 
** Where glimmering reafon with falfe luftre fhines, 
*' Where the mortal pen midook 

« What the celeftial meant !" 

TRUE RICHES. 

YAM not concerned to know 
"■- What to-morrow fate will do : 
Tis enough that I can fay, 
t 've poflefsM myfelf to-day : 
Then if haply midnight-death 
Seize my flefh, and ftop my breath, 
Sfet to-morrow I (hall be 
Heir to the beft part of me. 

Glittering ftones, and golden things, 
Wealth and honours that have wings. 
Ever fluttering to be gone, 
[ could never call my own : 

Riches 
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Riches that the world beftows. 

She can take, and I can lofe $ 

But the treafures that are mine 

Lie afar beyond her Hne. 

When I view my fpacious foul. 

And furvey rayfelf a whole. 

And enjoy myfelf alone, 

I *m a kingdom of my own. ' 

I 've a mighty part within 
That the world hath never feen, 
Kich as Eden's happy ground. 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here on all the fhining boughs 
Knowledge fair and ufelefs grows j 
On the fame young flowery tree 
All the feafons you may fee ; 
Notions in the bloom of light, 
Juft difclofmg to the fight ; 
Here are thoughts of larger rowth. 
Ripening into folid truth ; 
Fruits refin'd, of noble tafte j 
Seraphs feed on fuch repaft. 
Here, in a green and Ihady grove. 
Streams of pleafure mix with love : 
There beneath the fmiling fkies 
Hills of contemplation rife ; 
Now upon fom^ (hining top 
Angels light, and call me up ; 
I rejoice to raife my feet. 
Both rejoice when there we meet. 



>^ 
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There are endle/s beauties more 

Earth hath no refemblance for 5 

Nothing like them round the pole. 

Nothing can defcribe the foul : 

'Tis a region half unknown. 

That -has treafures of its own. 

More remote from public view 

Than the bowels of Peru 5 

Broader 'tis, and brighter far. 

Then the golden Indies are ; 

Ships that trace the watery ftage 
Cannotjcoaft it in an age ; 
Harts, or horfes, ftrong and fleet, 
llad they wings to help their fetet. 
Could not run it half way o'er 
In ten thoufand days and more. 

Vet the filly wandering mind, 
X«oth to be too much cbnfinM, 
lloves and takes her daily tours, 
Coafting round the naiTow /bores, 
"Narrow (bores of flefh and fenfe. 
Picking (hells and pebbles thence : 
Or (lie fits at fancy's door. 
Calling ihapes and fhadows to her. 
Foreign vifits ftill receiving. 
And t' herfelf a ftranger living, 
^ever, never would (he buy 
Indian duft, or Tyrian dye. 

Never 
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Never trade abroad for more. 
If fhe faw her native (lore ; 
If her inward worth vrere known. 
She might ever live alone. 

The Adventurous Muse. 

T TYRANT A takes her morning flight 
^^ With an inimitable wing : 

Through rifing deluges of dawning light 

She cleaves her wondrous way. 
She tunes immortal anthems to the growing dayj 
Nor * Rapin gives her rules to fly, nor f Parcel 
notes to fing. 

She nor inquires, nor knows, nor fears [fant 

Where lie the pointed rocks, or where th' ingulphiu] 
Climbing the liquid mountains of the flcies 
She meets defcending angels as flie flies. 

Nor aflcs them where their country lies. 
Or where the fea-marks ftand. 

Touch 'd with an empyreal ray 
She fprings, unerring, upward to eternal day. 

Spreads her white fails aloft, ahd fteers. 
With bold and fafe attempt, to the celellial land. 

Whill 



* A French Crtick. 

-f An Erglilh maltei of mufic* 
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Whilft little (kiffs along the mortal ihores 

With humble toil in onltT creep, 
Coafting in fight of one another's oars. 

Nor venture through the boundlefs deep. 

Such low pretending Ibuls are they 
Who dwell inclos'd in Iblid orbs of ikul] ; 

Plodding along their fobcr way, 
The fnail o'ertakes them in their wildeft play. 
While the poor labourers fweat to be corre6ll}' dull. 

Give me the chariot whofe diviner wheels 

Mark their own rout, and unconfin'd 

Bound o'er the everlafting hills. 
And lofe the clouds below, and leave the ftars beliind. 

Give me the Mufe whofe generous force. 
Impatient of the reins, 

Purfues an unattempted courfe, 
Breaks all the criticks iron chains, 
And bears to paradife the raptur'd mind. 

There Milton dwells : The monal fung 

Themes not prefum'd by mortal tongue | 

New terrors, or new glories, (hine 
In every page, and flying fcenes divine 
Surprize the wondering fenfe, and draw our fouls along. 

Behold his Mufe fent out t' explore 
The unapparent deep where waves of Chaos roar. 

And realms of night unknown before. 

She trac'd a glorious path unknown. 

Through 



Shook oiF the chains, and built his verfe Tub! 
A monument too high for coupled founds to 

He moumM the garden loft below ; 

(Earth is the fcene for tuneful woe) 

Now blifs beats high in all his veins. 

Now the loft Eden he regains. 
Keeps his own air, and triumphs in unrival^ 

Immortal bard I Thus thy own Raphael iing 

And knows no rule but native fire : 
All heaven fits filent, while to his fovereign i 

He talks unutterable things ; 
With graces infinite his untaught fingers rov« 
Acrofs the golden lyre : 
From every note devotion fprings. 
Rapture, and harmony, and love, 
O'erfpread the liftening choir. 
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To Mr. NICHOLAS CLARK. 
THE COMPLAINT. 

5'TpW AS in a vale where ofiers grow 
-*• By murmuring ftrearas we told our woe. 
And mingled all our cares : 

Friend fhip fat pleasM in both our eyes. 

In both the weeping dews arife. 
And drop alternate tears. 

The vigorous monarch of the day 
Now mounting half his morning way 

Shone with a fainter bitght ; 
Still iickening, and decaying ttill. 
Dimly he wander'd up the hill. 

With his expiring light. 

In dark eclipfe his chariot roH'd, 
The queen of night obfcur'd his gold 

Behind her fable wheels $ 
Nature grew fad to lofe the day. 
The flowery vales in mourning lay. 

In mourning ftood the hills. , 

Such are our forro^s, Clark, I cry'd. 
Clouds of the brain grow black, and hide 

Our darkened fouls behind 5 
In the young morning of our years 
Diftempering fogs have climb'd the fpherei^ 

And choke the labouring mind. 

P L9i 
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Lo, the gay planet rears his head. 
And overlooks the lofty (hade. 

New-brightening all the ikies : 
But fay, dear partner of my moan. 
When will our long eclipfe be gone. 

Or when our funs arife ? 

In vain are potent herbs apply*d. 
Harmonious founds in vain have try'd 

To make the darknefs fly : 
But drugs would raife the dead as foon. 
Or clattering brafs relieve the moon. 

When fainting in the (ky. 

Some friendly fpirit from above, 
Bern of the light, and nurft with love, 

Afllft our feebler fires : 
Force thefe invading glooms away j 
Souls fhould be feen quite through their clay, 

Bright as your heavenly choirs. 

But if the fogs rauft damp the flame. 
Gently, kind death, diflblve our frame, 

Releafe the prifoner-mind : 
Our fouls fliall mount, at thy difcharge. 
To their bright fource, and fliine at large 

Nor clouded, ifor confined. 



Thi 
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'he Afflictions of a Friend. 

1702 

O W let my cares all bury'd lie. 

My griefs for ever dumb : 
r forrowt fwell my heart fo high, 
hey leave my own no room. 

nefs and pains are quite forgot, 

he fpleen itfelf is gone ; 

ig'd in your woes I feel them not, 

>r feel them all in one. ^ 

nite grief puts fenfe to flight, 
ind all the foul invades : 
the broad gloom of fpreading night 
)evours the evening (hades. 

as am I bom to be unblcft ! 
Phis fympathy of woe 
ves my own tyrants from my bread; 
P admit a foreign foe. 

TOWS in long fuccenion reign $ 
rheir iron rod I feel : 
iendfliip has only changM the chain. 
But I 'm the prifoner ftill. 

hy was this life for mifery made ? 
Or why drawn out fo long ? 
there no room amongft the dea^ i 
Or is a wretch too young ? 

P a Move 
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Move fafter on, great nature's wheel. 

Be kind, ye rolling powers. 
Hurl ray days' headlong down the hill 

With undiftinguifhM hours. 

Be duiky, all my rifing funs. 

Nor fmile upon a (lave : 
Darlcnefs, and death, make hafte at once 

To hide me in the grave. 

. The Rcverfe : Or, The Comforts of a Friend 

'T* HUS nature tunM her mournful tongue, 
•■• Till grace lift up her head. 
Reversed the forrow and the fong, 
And, fmiling, thus ihe faid : 

Were kindred fpirits born for cares ? 

Muft every grief be mine ? 
Is there a fympathy in tears. 

Yet joys refuft to join ? 

Forbid it, heaven, and raife my love. 

And make our joys the fame : 
So blifs and friend(hip joinM above 

Mix an immortal flamck 

Sorrows are loft in vaft delight 

That t>righten8 all the foul. 
As deluges of dawning light 

Overwhelm the. dufky pole. 

Plea 



e? 
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Pleafures in long fucceflion reign. 

And all my powers employ : 
Friend (hip but fliifts the pleafing fcene. 

And frefli repeats the joy. 

Life has a foft and filver thread. 

Nor is it drawn too long ; 
Yet, when my vafter hopes perfuade, 

I 'm willing to be gone. 

Faft as ye pleafe roll down the hill. 

And hafte away, ray years j 
Or I can wait ray father's will, 

And dwell beneath the fpheres. 

Rife glorious, every future fun. 

Gild all my following days. 
But make the laft dear moment known 

By well-diftinguilh'd rays. 

To the Right Honourable John Lord C u t t s. 

At the Siege of Namur. 
The Hardy Soldier. 

€( f\ WHY is man fo though tlefs grown ? 

Vi-' t< Why guilty fouls in hafte to die ? 
** Venturing the leap to worlds unknown, 
*< Heedlcfs to aims and blood they fly. 

P 3 « Ard 
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* Are lives but worth a foldier's pay ? 

* Why will ye join fuch wide extremeSy 

* And flake immortal fouls, in play 

* At defperate chance, and bloody games ? 

* Valour 's a nobler turn of thought, 

* Whofe pardon'd guilt forbids her fears s 
' Calmly flie meets the deadly fhot I 

* Secure of life above the ftars. 

* But frenzy dares eternal fate, 

* And, fpurr'd with honour's airy dreams^ 

* Flies to attack th' infernal gate, 

* And force a paflage to the flames." 

Thus hovering o'er Namuria's plains. 
Sung heavenly love in Gabriel's form : 
Young Thrafo left the moving ftrains. 
And vow'd to pray before the ftorm. 

Anon the thundering trumpet calls ; 
Vows are but wind, the hero cries ; 
Tlien fwears by heaven, and fcales the wallt^ 
Drops in the ditch, defpairs, and dies. 



Burning feveral Poems of Ovid, Martialj 
Oldham, Dryden, &c. 

17. 

T JUDGE the Mufe of lewd defire $ 

''^ Her fons to darknefs, and her works to fire* 

In vain the flatteries of their wit 
Kow with a melting flrain> now with an heavenly fi 
7 W< 
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^ould tempt my virtue to approve 

)fe gaudy tinders of a lawlefs love. 

harlots drefs : They can appear 

ety models, cool, divinely fair, 

charra a Cato's eye; but all within, 

ich, impudence, and fire, and ugly raging fm. 

tie, Flora, die in endlefs ihame, 

^hou proftitute of blacked fame, 

tript of thy falfe array, 

>vid, and all ye wilder pens 

)f modern lull, who gild our fceneSy 

Ton the Britifti ftage, and paint damnation gay, 

Lttend your miftrefs to the dead j 

len Flora dies, her imps (hould wait upon her (kade* 

trephon, * of noble blood and mind, 
(For ever fliine his name !) 
Ls death approached, his foul refin^'d^ 
i gave his loofer fonnets to the flame. 
= Burn, bum, he cry'd with facred rage, 
^ Hell is the due of every page, 
[ell be the fate. (But O indulgent heaven ! 
o vile the Mufe, and yet the man forgiven !) 
»urn on my fongs : For not the (ilver Thames 
' Nor Tyber with his yellow ftreams 
a endlefs currents rolling to the main, 
'an e'er dilute the poifon4 or waih out the flain.V 

• EarlofRochfftert 

P 4. «• 
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So Mofes by divine command 
Forbid the leprous houfe to (land 
When deep the fatal fpot was grown. 
'< Break down the timber, and dig up the ftone/ 



To Mrs. Bv B E N D J S H. 
AGAINST TEARS. 



'\/[ ADAM, perfuade me tears are good 
'^^•*^ To wafti our mortal cares away j 
Thefe eyes fhalTweep a fudden flood. 
And ftream into a briny fea. 

Or if thefe orbs are hard and dry, 
(Thefe orbs that never ufe to rain) 
Some ftar dire6l me where to buy 
One fovereign drop for all my pain. 

Were both the golden Indies mine, 
I 'd give both Indies for a tear : 
I 'd barter all but what 's divine : 
Nor ihajl I think the bargain dear. 

But teaxs, alas ! are trifling things. 
They rather feed than heal our woe ; 
Prom trickling eyes new forrow fprings. 
As weeds in rainy feafons grow. 
7 
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Thus «rc|>ing urges weeping on ; 
In vain our mileries hope relief, 
Fcr one drop c^lls another down, 
iSUl ttre ^rc drownM in Teas of grief. 

Thcil let thiiic ufelefs ftreams be ftaid, 
Wctir native courage on your face : 

Infe vulgar things were never made 
Fibuls of a fupcrior race, 
'tis a rugged path you go, 
Ami thoufand foes your fteps furround, 
Tread the thorns down, charge through the foe t 
The hardcft fight is higheft crown'd. 

Few HAPPY MATCHES. 

Aug. i70i# 

Q AY, mighty Love, and teach my fong, 
*^ To whom thy fweeteft joys belong. 

And who the happy pairs 
Whofe yielding hearts, and joining hands, 
Find bleffings twifted with their bands. 

To foften all their cares. 

Not the wild herd of nymphs and fwalns 
That thoughtlefs fly into thy chains. 

As cuftom leads the way : 
If there be blifs without defign. 
Ivies and oaks may grow and twine. 
And be as bleft as they. 

Not 
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Not fordid fouls of earthy mould 
Who drawn by kindred chamns of gold 

To dull embraces move : 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rufli to wealthy marriage too,' 

And make a world of love. 

Not the mad tribe that hell infpirc« 
With wanton flames ; thofe raging fires 

The purer blifs dcftroy : 
On Etna's top let Furies wed. 
And (heets of lightning drefs the bed 

T* improve the burning joy. 

Nor the dull pairs whofe marble forms 
None of the melting paffions warms. 

Can mingle hearts and hands : 
Logs of green wood that quench the coalt 
Are marryM juft like Stoic fouls. 

With ofiers for their bands. 

Not minds of melancholy flrain. 
Still filent, or that ftill complain. 

Can the dear bondage blefs : 
As well may heavenly concerts fpring 
From two old lutes with ne^r a ftring^ 

Or none befides the baft. 

Nor can the foft enchantments hold 
Two janing fouls of angry moald^ 
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The ragged and the keen 5 
Samfon's young foxes might as well 
In bonds of chearful wedlock dwell. 

With firebrands ty'd between. 

Nor let the cruel fetters bind 
A gentle to a favage mind $ 

For Love abhors the fight : 
Loofe the fierce tiger from the deer. 
For native rage and native fear 

Rife and forbid delight. 

Two kindeft fouls alone muft meet, 
"^Tis friendfhip makes the bondage fweet. 

And feeds their mutual loves t 
Bright Venus on her rolling throne 
Is drawn by gentleft birds alone. 

And Cupids yoke the doves. 



To DAVID POL HILL, Efq; 

An EPISTLE. 

December lycs* 

T E T ufelefs fouls to woods retreat j 
Polhill fliould leave a country feat 
When virtue bids him dave be great. 

Nor 
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Nor Kent*, nor Suflex*, fhould have chai'ms^ 
While liberty, with loud alarms, ^ 

Calls you to counfeU and to arms. 

Lewis, by fawning flaves ador'd. 
Bids you receive a f bafcTbom lord j 
Awake your cares ! awake your fword ! 

Factions amongft the J Britons rife. 
And warring tongues, and wild furraife. 
And burning zeal without her eyes, 

A vote decides the blind debate ; 
Refolv*d, " 'tis of diviner weight, 
<« To fave the fteeple, than the ftatc." 

The bold § machine is form'd and joiVd 
To ftretch the confcience, and to bind 
The native freedom of the mind. 

Your grandfire (hades with jealous eye 
Frown down to fee their offspring lie 
Carelefs, and let their country die. 



• His country-feat and dwelling. 

f The Pretender, proclaimed King in France 

J The parliament. 

^ The bill againft occafional conformity, 1703 
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If • Trevia fear to let you ftand 
Againft the Gaul with fpear in hand. 
At Icaft f Petition for the land. 



The celebrated Vidlory of the Poles over Ofman 
the Turkifli Emperor in the Dacian Battle. 

Tranflated from Cafimire, B. IV. Od. 4. with largt 
Additions. 

GAD OR the old, the wealthy, and the ftrong, 
Chearful in years (nor of the heroic Mufc 
Unknowing, nor unknown) held fair pofTefRons 
Where flows the fruitful Danube : Seventy fpring* 
Smil'd on his feed, and feventy harveft-moons 
Fiird his wide granaries with autumnal joy : 
Still he refuniM the toil : and fame reports, 
While he broke up new ground, and tirM his plough 
In gralTy furrows, the torn earth difclos'd 
Helmets, and rword& (bright furniture of war 
Sleeping in ruft) and heaps of mighty bones. 
The fun defcending to the weftern deep 
Bid him lie down and reft ; he loosM the yokt. 
Yet held his wearied oxen from their food 
With charming numbers, and uncommon fong. 

• Mrs. Polhill of the family of Lord Trevor, 
f Mr. Polhill was one of thofe five zealous gentle*- 
men who prefented the famous KentiOi petition to the 
parliament, in the reign of King William, to haften 
their fupplies in order to fupport die king in his war 
with France. 

7 Go, 
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Go, fellow-labourers, you may rove feevre. 
Ok feed befide me ; tafte the greens and boughs * 
That you have long forgot 5 crop the fwect herb. 
And graze in (afety, while the viftor Pole 
Leans on his fpear, and breathes j yet ftill his eye 
Jealous and fierce. How large, old foldier, fay, 
How fair a harveft of the flaughter*d Turks 
Strewed the Moldavian fields ? What mighty piles 
Of vaft deftru^ion, and of Thracian dead, • 

Fill and amaze my eyes ? Broad bucklers lie 
(A vain defence) fpread o'er the pathlefs hills. 
And coats of fcaly fteel, and hard habergeon, 
IDcep-bruisM and empty of Mahometan limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for when a boy, 
I was their captive, and remind their drefs:) 
Here the Polonians dreadful roarchM along 
In auguft pott, and regular array. 
Led on to conqueft : Here the Turkifli chief 
Prefumptuous trod, and in rude order rangM - 
His long battalions, while hrs populous towns 
Pour'd out freih troops perpetual, dreft in arms, 
Horrent in mail, and gay in fpangled pride. 

O the dire image of the bloody fight 
Thefe eyes have feen, when the capacious plain 
Was throngM with Dacian fpears j when poli(h*d 
And convex gold blazM thick againft the fua 
Keftoring all his beams ! but frowning War 
All gloomy, like a gathered tempeft, flood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its fall. 
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The ftorm of miflive fteel delayM a while 
By wife command ; fledg'd arrows on the nerve j 
And fcymiter and fabre bore the fheath 
Reluftant ; till the hollow brazen clouds 
Had bellow'd from each quarter of the field 
Loud thunder, and difgorg'd their fulp^hurous fire. 
Then banners wav'd, and arms were mixM with anusf 
Then javelins anfwer*d javelins as they fled, 
For both fled hiffing death : With adverfe edge 
The crooked fauchions met ^ and hideous noife 
From clafiiing (hields, through the long ranks of war^ 
ClangM horrible. A thoufand iron ftorms 
Roar diverfe : and in harfii confufion drown 
The trumpef s filver found. O rude effort 
Of harmony ! not all the frozen ftores 
Of the cold North, when pourM in rattling hail, 
Lafh with fuch madnefs the Norwegian plains. 
Or fo torment the ear. Scarce founds fo far 
The dii^ful fragor, when fome fouthern blaft 
Tears from the Alps a ridge of knotty oaks 
Deep fangM, and ancient tenai|ts of the rock : 
The maiTy fragment, many a rood in length. 
With hideous crafii, rolls down the rugged cliff 
Reiiftlefs, plunging in the fubje6l lake 
Como, or Lugaine ; th* affli6led waters roar. 
And various thunder all the valley fills. 
Such was the noife of war : the troubled air 
Complains albud, and propagatbs the din 
To neighbouring regions ; rocks and lofty hills 
Seat the impetuous echoes rouod the iky. 

Upfoafj 
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Uproar, revenge, and rage, and hate, appear 
Ih all their murderous forms ; and flame and blood 
And fweat and duft array the broad campaign 
In horror : hafty feet, and fparkling eyes, 
And all the favage padions of the foul. 
Engage in the warm bufinefs of the day. 
Here mingling hands, but with no friendly gripe, 
Join in the fight ; and breads in clofe embrace, 
But mortal as the iron arms of death. 
Here words auftere, of perilous command. 
And valour fwift t^ obey ; bold feats of arms 
Dreadful to fee, and glorious to relate. 
Shine through the field with more furprizing brightncfs 
Than glittering helms or fpears. What loud applauft 
(Beft meed of warlike toil) what manly fhouts. 
And y^lls unmanly through the battle ring ! 
And fud4en wrath dies into endlefs fame. 

Long did the fate of war hang dubious. Here 
Stood the more numerous Turk, the valiant Pole 
Fought here ; more dreadful, though with leifer wings. 

But what the Dahets or the coward foul • 

Of a Cydonian, what the fearful crowds 
Of bafe Cilicians'fcaping from the llaughter. 
Of Parthian beafts, with all their racing riders, 
What could they mean againft th* intrepid breaft 
Of the purfuing foe ? Th' impetuous Poles 
Rufh here, and here the Lithuanian horfe 
Drive down upon them like a double bolt 

Of 
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Of kir.dlcd thunder raging throiieh the fky 

On founding wheels ; or as fome mighty flood ^ 

Rolls his two torrents down a dreadful fteep 

Precipitant, and bears along the ftream 

Rocks, vyoods, and trees, with all the grazing herd» 

And tumbles lofty forefts headlong to the plain. 

The bold Boruffian fmoaking from afar 
Moves like a tempeft in a dufky cloud, 
And imitates th' artillery of heaven. 
The lightning and the roar. Amazing fcene ! 
What fliowers of mortal hail, what flaky fires 
Burfl from the darknefs! while their cohorts firm 
Met the like thunder, and an equal ftorm. 
From hoftile troops, but with a braver mind,. 
Undaunted bofoms tempt the edge of war. 
And rulh on the fharp point ; while baleful mifchiefs. 
Deaths, and bright dangers flew acrofs the field 
Thick and continual, and a thoufand fouls' 
Fled murmuring through their wounds. I flood aloo^ 
For 'twas unfafe to come within the wind 
Of Ruflian banners, when with whizzing (bund. 
Eager of glory, and profufe of life. 
They bore down fearlefs on the charging foes. 
And drove them backward. Then the Turkifli moons 
WanderM in difarray. A dark eclipfe 
Hung on the filver crefcent, boding night, 
Long night, to all her fons : at length difrobM 
The ftandards fell : the barbarous enfigns torn 
Fled with the wind, the fport of angry heaven ; 

Q^ And 
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And a large cloud of infantry and horfe 
Scattering in wild diforder^ fpread the plain. 

Not noife, nor number, nor the brawny liml 
Nor high-built fize prevails : *Tis courage figh 
'Tis courage conquers. So whole forefts fall 
(A fpacious ruin) by one fmgle axe. 
And fteel well-ftiarpned : fo a generous pair 
Of young- wingM eaglets fright a thoufand do\ 

Vaft was the flaughter, and the flowery gree 
Drank deep of flowing crimfon. Veteran band 
Here made their laft campaign. Here haughty 
Stretched on the bed of purple honour lie 
Supine, nor dreain of battle's hard event, 
Opprefs'd wi:h iron flumbers, and long night. 
Their ghofts indignant to the nether v/orld- 
Fled, but attended well : for at their fide 
Some faithful Janizaries ftrewM the field, 
Fairn in juft ranks or wedges, lunes or fquare 
Firm as they ftocd ; to the Warfovian troops, 
A nobler toil, and triumph worth their fight. 
But the broad fabre and keen poll -axe flew 
With fpecdy terror through the feebler herd. 
And made rude havock and irregular fpoil 
^ Amongft the vulgar bands that own'd the nam< 
Of Mahomet. The wild Arabians fled 
In fwift affright a thoufand different ways [m( 
Through brakes and thorns, and climbM' the 
Bellowing j yet hafly fate overtook the cry, 
And Polifli huntei't clave the timorous deer. 
7 
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Thus the dire profpeft diftant fiWd my foul 
^ith awe 5 till the laft relicks of the war, 
The thin Edonians, flying had difclosM 
The ghaftly plain : I took a nearer view, 
XJnfeemly to the fight, nor to the fmell 
Grateful. What loads of mangled flefh and limbs 
(A difmal carnage 1) bath'd in reeking gore 
Lay weltering on the ground j while flitting life 
Convuls'd the nerves ftill fliivering, nor had loll 
All tafte of pain ! Here an eld Thracian lies, 
Deformed with years and fears, and groans aloud 
Torn with frefh wounds ; but inward vitals firm 
Forbid the foul's remove, and chain it down 
By the hard laws of nature, to fuftain 
Long torment: his wild eye-balls roll : his teeth, 
Gnafhing with anguifh, chide his lingering fate. 
Emblazon'd armour fpoke his high command 
Amongft the neighbouring dead ; they round their lotd 
Lay proftrate ; fome in flight ignobly flain. 
Some to the fkies their faces upwards tumM 
Still brave, and proud to die fo near their prince. 

I mov'd not far, and lo, at manly length 
Two beauteous youths of ^icheft Ottoman blood 
Extended on the field : in friendfhip joiiiM, 
Nor fate divides them : hardy warriors both j 
Both faithful } drown'd in fliowers of darts they fell, • 
Each with his fhield fpread o'er his lover's heait. 
In vain : for on thofe orbs of friendly brafs 
Jtood groves of javelins? fome, alas, too' deep 

Qjk Were 
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Were planted there, and through their lovely boforas 
Made painful avenues for cruel death. 

my dear native land, forgive the tear 

1 dropt on their wan cheeks, when ftrong coropaiTion 
Forced from my melting eyes the briny dew. 

And ;paid a facrificc to hoftile virtue. 
Dacia, forgive the fight that wiibM the fouls 
Of thofe fair infidels fome humble place 
Among the bleft. *« Sleep, fleep, ye haplcfs pair, 
*« Gently, I cry'd, worthy of better fate, 
" And better faith." Hard by the General lay, 
Of Saracen dcfcent, a grizly form 
Breathlefs, yet pride* fat pale upon his front 
In difappointment, with a furly brow 
Louring in death, and vext ; his rigid jaws 
Foaming with blood bite hard the Polifh fpear : 
In that dead vifage my remembrance reads 
Kaih Caraccas : In vain the boafting (lave 
Promised and footVd the fultan threatening fierce 
With royal fuppers and triumphant fare 
Spread wide beneath Warfovian filk and gold | 
See on the naked ground all cold he lies 
Beneath the damp wide covering of the air 
Forgetful of his word. How heaven confounds 
Infulting hopes ! with what an awful fmile 
Laughs at the proud, that loofen all the reins 
To their unbounded wifhes, and leads on 
Their blind ambition to a fhameful end! 



Bit 
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But whither am I borne ? This thought of arms 
•^ires me in vain to fing to fenfelefs buJU 
Vhat generous horfe ftiould hear. Break off, my fong j 
Ay barbarous Mufe, be ftill : Immortal deeds 
luft not be thus profan'd in ruftic verfe : * 
lie martial trumpet, and the following age, 
k.nd growing fame, ihall loud rehearfe the fight 
1 founds of glory. Lo, the evening-ftar 
hines o'er the weftern hill ; my oxen, come, 
"he well-Known ftar invites the labourer home. 

To Mr. H E N R y B E N D Y S H. 

Dear Sir, Aug. 24. 1705, 

r** HE following fong was yours when firft com- 
■- pofed : The Mufe then defcribed the general fate 
' mankind, that is, to be ill matched ; and now (he 
joices that you have efcaped the common mifchief, 
,d that your foul has found its own mate. Let this ode 
en congratulate you both. Grow mutually in more 
mpleat likenefs and love : Perfevere, and be happy. 
I perfuade myfelf you will accept from the prefs what 
c pen more privately infcribed 10 you long ago 5 and 
im in no pain left you fhculd take offence at the fabu- 
iis drefs of this poem : Nor would weaker minds be 
indalized at it, if they would give themfelves leave 
reflect how many divine truths are fooken by the 
ly writers in viflons and images, parables and dream&s 
>r are my wifer friends afhamed to defend it, iinct 
s narrative is grave and the moral fo juft and obvioius. 
0^3 Tlie 
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The INDIAN PHILOSOPHE 

Sept. 3. ] 

' TXT" H Y flicmld our joys transform to pain i 
^ ^ Why gentle Hymen's filken chain 
A plague of iron prove ? 
Bendy fh, 'tis ftiange the charm that binds 
Millions of hands, fhould leave their minds» 
At fuch a loofe from love. 

In vain I fought the wondrous caufe, 
KangM the wide fields of nature's laws^ 

And urg'd the fchools in vain 5 
Then deep in thought, within my breaft 
My foul retired, and (lumber drefs'd 

A bright inftruftive fcene. 

O'er the broad lands, and crofs the tide^ 
On fancy's airy horfc I ride, 

(Sweet rapture of my mind !) 
Till on the banks of Ganges flood. 
In a tall ancient grove I ftood> 

For facred ufe defign'd. 

Hard by, a venerable prieft, 

Rifen with his God, the Sun, from reft. 

Awoke his morning fong ; 
Thrice he conjur'd the murmuring ftream j 
The birth of fouls was all his theme* 

And half-divine his tongue. 
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•' He fang tV eternal rolling flame, 
*' That vital mafs, that ftill the fame 

** Does all our minds compofe : 
** But fhapM in twice ten thoufand fi-ames $ 
** Thence differing fouls of differing names, 

** And jarring tempers rofe. ' 

•* The mighty power that formM the mind 
** One mould for every two defign^d, 

** And blefsM the new-born pair : 
** This be a match for this f * (he faid) 
«* Then down he fent the fouls he made, 

** To feek them bodies here : 

** But parting from their warm abode 
<* They loft their fellows on the road, 

** And never joinM their hands : 
** Ah cruel chance, and croffing fates ! 
« Our Eaftern fouls have dropt their mates 

" On Europe^s barbarous lands. 

«« Happy the youth that finds the bride 
« Whofe birth is to his own ally'd, 

« The fweeteft joy of life : 
<* But oh the crowds of wretched fouls 
« Fettered to minds of different moulds, 

" And chained t' eternal flrife T' 

Thus fang the wondrous Indian bard } 

My foul with vaft attention heard, 1 

. Q^^ <« WhUe 
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While Ganges ceas'd to flow : 
" Sure then (I cry'd) might I but fee 
*« That gentle nymph that twiiinM with me, 

** I may be happy too. 

" Some courteous angel, tell me where, . 
*' What diftant lands this unknown fair, 

" Or diftant feas detain ? 
'* Swift as the wheel of nature rolls 
'••I'd fly, to meet, and mingle fouls, 

** And wear the joyful chain/' 

TheHAPPY man. 

OERENE as light, is Myron's foul, 

^ And aftive as the fun, yet fteady as the pole: 

In manly beauty fhines his facej 
Every Mufe, and every Grace, 

Makes his heart and tongue their feat, 
His heart profufely good, his tongue divinely fweet. 

Myron, the wonder of our eyes. 

Behold his manhood fcarce begun ! 

Behold the race of virtue run I 

Behold the goal of glory won ! 
Nor Fame denies, the merit, nor with-holds the pnzcj 
Her filvcr trumpets his renown proclaim t 

The lands where learning never flew. 

Which neither Rome nor Athens knew. 

Surly Japan and rich Peru, 
In barbarous fongs, pronounce the Briti/h hero's name. 
7 **Airy 
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** Airy blifs (the hero cry'd) 
** May feed the tympany of pride ; 
** But healthy fouls were never found 
" To live on emptinefs and found." 

Lo, at his honourable feet ^ 

Fame's bright attendant, Wealth, appears j 
She comes to pay obedience meet, 
Providing joys for future years ; 
Blellings with lavifh hand fiie pours 
Gathered from the Indian coaft ; 
»Jot Danae's lap could -equal treafures boafl". 
When Jove came down in golden ihowers. 

He looked and turn'd his eyes away. 
With high difdain I heard him fay, 
** Blifs is not made of glittering clay." 

Now Pomp and Grandeur court his head 
With fcutcheons, arms, and eniigns fpread ; 
• Gay magnificence and ftate, ' 

Ouards, and chariots, at his gate, 
ind ilaves in endlefs order round his table wait s 
They learn the dilates of his eyes. 
And now they fall, and now they rife. 
Watch every motion of their lord, 
ang on his lips with mod impatient zeal, 
/"ith fwift ambition feize th* unfinifhM word. 
And the command fulfil. 
TirM with the train that Grandeur brirg», ^ 

He dropt a tear, and pityM kings, -* 

Then, 
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Then, flying from the noify throng. 
Seeks the diverfion of a fong. 

Mufic defcending on a filent cloud, 

Tun'd all her ftrings with cndlcfs art ; 
By flow degrees from foft to loud 
Changing flie rofe : The harp and flute 

Harmonious join, the hero to falute. 
And make a captive of his heart. 

Fruits, and rich Wine, and fcenes of lawlefs Love 
Each with utmoft luxury drove 
To treat their favourite beft j 
But founding ftrings, and fruits, and wine, 
And lawlefs love, in vain combine 

To make his virtue fleep, or lull his foul to reft. 

He faw the tedious round, and, with a .figh, 

Pronounc'd the world but vanity. 

*« In crowds of pleafurc ftill I find 

*f A painful folitude of mind. 
•* A vacancy within which fenfe can ne'er fupply. 

" Hence, and be gone, ye flattering fnares^ 

** Ye vulgar charms of eyes and ears, 

** Ye unperforming promifers I 

** Be all my bafer pafliions dead, 

** And bafe defires, by nature made 
** For animals ^md boys : 

<^ Man has a relifti more refined, 

•* Souls are for focial blifs defign'd, 
** Give me a blefliing fit to match my mind, 
•* A kindred-foul to double and to fliarc my joys," 

Myrrha 
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Myrrha appeared : ** Serene her foul 
^* And adive as the fun, yet fteady as the pole s 
"In fofter beauties (hone her face j « 
** Every Mufe, and every Grace, 
" Made her heart and tongue their feat, 
** Her heart profufely good, her tongue divinely fweet| 
" Myrrha the wonder of his eyes j" 
His heart recoiPd with fweet fui-prize. 

With joys unknown before : 
His foul diffolv'd in pleafing pain, 
Flow'd to his eyes, and look'd again. 

And could endure no more, 
** Enough ! (th' impatient hero cries) 

" And feiz'd her to his breaft, 
*' I feek no more below the (kies, 

" I give my (laves the reft." 

To DAVID POLHILL, Efq; 

An Anfwer to an infamous Satyr, called, ** Ad-^ 
vice to a Painter ;" written by a namelefs Au- 
thor, againft King William III. of Glorious 
Memory, 1698. 

S I R, 

TXT' HEN you put this fatyr into my hand, yon 

▼ ^ gave me the occaiion of employing my pen to 

anfwer fo deteftable a writing j which might be done 

mucll 
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much more cfFe6lually by your known zeal for tl 
tereft -of his majcfty, your counfcis and your cc 
employed in the defence of your king and co\ 
And fince you provoked me to write, you will i 
of thofe efforts of my loyalty to the beft of king? 
^^cfied to one of the moft zealous of his fubjc6ls, I 

S I R, 

Your moft obedient fervant, 
I. 



PARTI. 

AND muft the hero, that redeemed our land, 
"^^ Here in the front of vice and fcandal ftand ? 
The man of woridrous foul, that fcorn'd his cafe. 
Tempting the winters, and the faithlefs feas. 
And paid an annual tribute of his life 
Tb guard his England from the Irifh knife. 
And crufh the French dragoon ? Muft William's i 
That brigheft ftai* that gilds the wings of fame, 
"ivilliam the brave, the pious, and the juft. 
Adorn thefe gloomy fcencs of tyranny and luft ? 

Polhill, ray blood boils high, my fpirits flame; 
Can your zeal fleep ! Or are your paffions tame ? 
Nor call revenge and darknefs on the Poet's name 
Why fmoke the fkies not ? Why no thunders roll 
Kor kindling lightnings blaft his guilty foul ? 
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Audacious wretch ! to ftab a monarch's fame. 
And fire his fubje^ls with a rebel-flame ; 
To call the painter to his black defigns. 
To draw our guardian's face in hellifli lines s 
Painter, beware ! the monarch can be fliown 
Under no fhape but angels, or his own, 
Gabriel, or William, on the Britiih throne. 

O ! could my thought but gBafp the vaft defign. 
And words with infinite ideas join, 
I W I'oufe Apelles, from his iron fleep, 
And bid him trace the warrior o'er the deep : 
Trace him, Apelles, o'er the'Belgian plain 
Fierce, how he climbs the mountains of the (lain, 
Scattering juft vengeance through the red campaign. 
Then dafh the canvas with a flying ftroke. 
Till it be loft in clouds of fire and fmoke. 
And fay, 'Twas thus the conqueror through the 

fquadrons broke. 
Mark him again emerging from the cloud. 
Far from his troops ; there like a rock he flood 
His country's Angle barrier in a fea of blood. 
Calmly he leaves the pleafures of a throne. 
And his Maria weeping ; whilft alone 
He wards the fate of nations, and provpkes his own : 
But heaven fecyres its champion 5 o'er the field 
Paint hovering angels ; though they fly conceal 
Each intercepts a death, and wears it on his fliield 
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Now, noble pencil, lead him to our ifle, 
Mark how the fldcs with joyful lufl:rc fmiie. 

Then 
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Then imitatfe the glory ; on the ftrand 
Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 
XVafti ofFthe blood, and take a peaceful teint. 
All red the warrior, white the ruler painty 
Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. 
Throne him on high upon a fliining (eat, 
Luft and prophanenefs dying at his feet. 
While round his head the laurel and the olive meet. 
The crowns of war and peace j and may they blow 
With flowery bleflings ever on his brow. 
At his right hand pile up the Engliih laws 
^ In facred volumes j thence the monarch draws 

His wife and juft commands — . 

Rife, ye old fages of the Britlfli ifle. 

On the fair tablet caft a reverend fmile, 

And blefs the piece ; thefe ftatutes are your own> 

That fway the cottage, and dire6t the throne j 

People and prince are one in William's name. 

Their joys, their dangers, and their laws the fame. 

Let liberty, and right, with plumes difpIayM, • 
Clap their glad wings around their guardian's head, 
Religion o'er the reft her ftarry pinions fpread. 
Religion guards him ; round th* imperial queen 
Place waiting. virtues, each of heavenly mein 5 
Learn their blight air, and paint it from his eyes | 
The juft, the bold, the temperate and the wife 
Dwell in his looks ; majeAic, but (erene 3 ^ 

Sweet, with no fondncfs ; chearful, but not vain : > 
Bright, without tenor } gieat, without difdain. > 

His 
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foul infpires us what his lips command, 

. fpreads his brave example through the land : 

fo the forn/er reigns ; — 

1 down his earth to each afflifted cry, 
beams of grace dart gently from his eye 5 
the bright treafures of his facred breaft 
too divine, too vaft to be expreft : 
ins muft fail where words and numbers faint, 

leave the hero's heart for thought alone to pbint. 

PART 11. 

O W, Mufe, purfue the fatyrift again, 
Wipe off the blots of his invcnomM pen f 
c, how he bids the fervile painter draw, 
lonftrous fhapes, the patrons of our law | 
me flight dafh he cancels every name 
n the white rolls of honefty and fame : 
5 fcribbling wretch marks all he meets for knave, 
>ts fudden bolts promifcuous at the bafe and brave, 

with unpardonable malice flieds 
3n and fpite on undiftinguiflf d heads* 
ter, forbear 5 or if thy bolder hand 
:s to attempt the villains of the land, 
V firft this poet, like fome baleful ftar, 
"i filent influence fliedding civil war ; 
i^lious trumpeter, whofe magic found 
J off the fubje61s to the hoftile ground, 

Scatters hellifli feuds the nation round. 

THefe 



I 
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.Thefe are the imps of hell, that curfed tribe 
That firft create the plague, and then the pain defcril 

Draw next above, the great ones of our ifle. 
Still from the good diftinguifhing the vile ; 
Seat them in pomp, in grandeur, and command, 
Peeling the fubjeiSls with a greedy hand : 
Paint forth the knaves that have the nation fold, 
And tinge their greedy looks with fordid gold. 
M^rk what a felfifh fa£lion undermines 
The pious monarch's generous defigns. 
Spoil their own native land as vipere do. 
Vipers that tear their mother's bowels through. 
Let great Naffau, beneath a careful crown, 
MourBiful in majefty, look gently down. 
Mingling foft pity with an awful frown : 
He grieves to fee how long in vain he drove 
To make us bleft, how vain his labours prove 
To fave the ftubborn land he condefcends to love. 

* To the Discontented and Un(^iet 

Imitated partly from Cafimire, B. IV. Od. 15. 

"T 7 ARIA, there's nothing here that's free 

^ From wearifome anxiety : 
And the whole round of mortal joys 
With (hort pofleflion tires and cloys: 
'Tis a dull circle that we tread, 
Juft from the windgw to the bed, 



I 



LYRIC PdEMg, Book 11. hi 
Wc rife to fee and to be feen. 
Gaze on the world awhile, and then 
We yawn, and ftretch to fleep again. 
But Fancy, that uneafy gueft, 
Still holds a longing in our breaft : 
She finds or frames vexations ftill. 
Herfelf the greateft plague wc feel. 
We take ftrange pleafure In our pain, 
And make a mountain of a grain, 
Aflume the load, and pant and fwcat 
Beneath th' imaginary weight. 
With our dear felves we live at ftrife. 
While the moft conftant fcenes of life 
From peevifh humours are not free j 
Still we affcft variety : 
Rather than pafs an eafy day. 
We fret and chide the hours away. 
Grow weary of this circling fun. 
And vex that he fhould ever run 
The fame old track ; and ftill, and ftill 
Rife red behind yon eaftem hill. 
And chide the moon that darts her light 
Through the fame cafement every night. 

We fhift our chambers, and our home 6, 
To dwell where trouWe never comes 5 
Sylvia has left the city crowd, 
Againft the court exclaim* aloud. 
Flies to the woods ; a hermit faint ! 
8he loaths her patches, pins, and paint, 

R Dear 
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Dear dinmonds from her neck are torn : 
But Humour, that eternal thorn, 
Sticks in her heart : She is hurry'd ftill, 
'Twixt her wild paffions and her will : 
Haunted and haggM whcre-e'er flie roves^ 
By pnrling ftreams, and fiient groves, 
Or with her furies, or her loves. 

Then our own native land we hate. 
Too cold, too windy, or too wet j 
Change the thick climate, and repair 
To France or Italy for air ; 
In vain we change, in vain we fly; 
Go, Sylvia, mount the whirling (ky. 
Or ride upon the fcather'd wind 
In vain j if this difeafed mind 
Clings faft, and ftill fits clofe behind. 
Faithful diHiafe, that never fails 
Attendance at her lady's fide, 
Over the d',.fart or the tide. 
On rolling v«/hccls, or flying fails. 

Happy the foul that virtue fhows 
To fix the place of her rcpofe, 
Needlefs to move ; for flie can dwell 
In her old grandfire's hall as well. 
Virtue that never loves to roam. 
But fwectly hides herfelf at home. 
And eafy on a native throne 
Of humble turf fits gently down. 



Yet 
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Yet {hould tumultuous ftorms arife. 
And mingle earth, and feas, and (kies, 
Should the waves fwell, and mak.e her roll 
Acrofs the line, or near the pole. 
Still fhe 's at peace ; for well fhe knows 
To launch the ftream that duty fhows, 
Ai>d makes her home where'er (he goes. 
Bear her,, ye feas, upon your brcaft. 
Or waft her, winds, from Eaft to Weft 
On the foft air j flie cannot find 
A couch fo eafy as her mind. 
Nor breathe a climate half fo kind. 



1 



To John Hartopp, Efq; afterwards Sir 
John Hartopp, Bart, 

Cafimire, Book I, Ode 4. imitated. 

** Vive jucundae metucns juventx, &c." 

July 1700. 

T IVE, my dear Hartopp, live to-day, 
•*— ' Nor let the fun look down and fay, 

** Inglorious here he lies ;" 
Shake off your eafe, and fend your name 
To immortality and fame, 

By every hour that flies. 

Youth 's a foft fcene, but truft her not i 
Her airy minutes, fwift as thought, 

R a Slide 
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Slide off the flippery fphere 5 
Moons with their months nriake hafty rounds^ 
The fun hits pafs'd his vernal bounds. 

And whirls about the year. 

I*et folly drefs in green and red. 
And gird her wafte with flowing gold. 
Knit blufhing rofes rownd her head, 
Alas I tlie gaudy colours fade. 

The garment waxes old. 
llartopp, mark the withering rofe, 
And the pale gold how dim it (hows ! 

Bright and lafting blifs below 

Is all romance and dream j 
Only the joys ceUftial flow 

In an eternal ftream, 
The pleafures that the fmlling day 

With large right hand bellows, 
Falfely her left conveys away. 

And (hufHes in our woes. 
So have I feen a mother play, 

And cheat her Ally child, 
8he gave and took a toy away, • 

The infant cry'd and fmird. 

Airy chance, and iron fate. 
Hurry and vex our mortal ttate. 



Anc 
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id all the race of ills create; 

.w fiery joy, now fuUen grief, 

immands the reins of human life. 

The wheels impetuous roll ; 

le hameft hours and minutes ftrivc, ^ 

nd days with ftrctching pinions drive- 

-down fiercely on the goal. 

ot half fo faft the galjey flies 

O'er the Venetiah fca, 

^hen fails, and oars, and labouring (kies. 

Contend to make her way. 

vift wings for all the flying hours 

The God of time prepares, 

he reft lie Hill yet in their ncft 

And grow for future years. 

^o THOMAS GUN ST ON, Efq; 

1700. 

HAPPY SOLITUDE. 

Cafimire, Book IV. Ode 12. imitated. 

" Qu^id me latentem, &c." 

'T^HE noify world complains of me 

-■' That I fhould fhun their fight, and flee 
Vifits, and crowds, and company. ' 
Gunfton, the lark dwells in her neft 

Till fhe afcend the flcics j 
And in my clofet I could relb 
*ill to the heavens I rife. 

R 3 Yet 
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Yet they will urge, " This private life 

" Can never make you bleft, 

" And twenty doors are Hill at ftrife 
** T' engage you for a gueft." 
Friend, fhould the towers of Windfor or Whitehall 

Spread open their inviting gates 

To make my entertainment gay 5 

I would obey the royal call, 
But (hort fhould be my ftay, 

Since a diviner fervice waits 
T' employ my hours at home, and better fill thcrfay. 

When I within myfelf retreat, 

I fhut my doors again ft the great j 

My bufy eye-balls inward roll. 

And there with large furvey I lee 

All the wide theatre of Me, 
And view the various fccnes of my retiring foul j 
There I walk o'er the mazes I have trod, 
While hope and fear are in a doubtful ftrife. 

Whether this Opera of life 
Be afted well to^ain the Plaudit t)f my God. 

There's a day haftening, ('tis an awful day !) 
When the great fovereign fliall at large review 

All that we fpeak, and all we do. 
The feveral parts we acl on this wide ftage of clay : 

Thelb he approves, and thofe he blames. 
And crowns pcrlipps a porter, and a prince he damns, 

Oif 
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O if the judge from his tremendous feat 

Shall not condemn what I have done, 

I (hall be happy though unknown, 
Nor need the gazing rabble, nor the (houting ftrect, 

I hate the Glory, friend, that fprings 
From vulgar breath, and empty found 5 
Fame mounts her upward with a flattering gale 

Upon her airy wings. 
Till Envy (hoots, and Fame receives the wound : 
Then her flagging pinions fail, 
Down glory falls, and ftrikes the ground. 
And breaks her batter'd iimbs. 
Rather let me be quite conceaPd from Fame; 
How happy I fliould lie 
In. fweet obfcurity. 
Nor the loud world pronounce my little name I 
Here I could live and die alone 5 
Or if fociety be due 
To keep our tafte of pleafure new, 
Gunfton, I M live and die with you> 
For both, our fouls are one. 

Here we could fit and pafs the hour. 
And pity kingdoms, and their kings. 
And fmile at all their fhlning things. 
Their toys of ftate, and imagts of power;. 
Virtue fhould dwell within our feat. 
Virtue alone could make it fweet, 
Hoi is hcrfelf fccure, but in a dole retreat. 

R 4t ■ ^Vhiift 
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While (he withdraws from public praife> 
Envy perhaps would ccafe to rail, 
Envy itfelf may innocently gaze 
At beauty in a vail : 
But if flie once advance to light, , 
Her charms are loft in Envy's fight. 
And Virtue ftands the maijc of univerfal fplght. 

To JohK Hartopp, Efq; afterwards Sir 
John Hartopp, Bart. 



THE DISDAIN. 

XT ARTOPP, I love the foul that dares 
Tread the temptations of his years 

Beneath his youthful feet : 
Fleetwood and all thy heavenly line 
Look through the (lars, and fmile divine 

Upon an heir fo great. 
Young Hartopp knows this noble theme. 
That the wild fcenes of bufy life, 
The noife, th' amufetnents, and the ftrifc. 
Are but the vifions of the night. 
Gay phantoms of delufive light. 

Or a vexatious dream. 

Flefh is the vileft and the leaft 

Ingredient of our frame : 
^e 're born to live above the beafi:^ 

Or quit the manly name. 



1700. 
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Pleafures of fenfe we leave for boys 5 
Be (hining duft the mifer's food j 
1-ct fancy feed on fame and nqiCe, 
Souls muft purfue diviner joys. 
And feize th"* immortal good. 

To M I T I O, my F R I E JT D. 
An E P I S T L E. 

FORGIVE roe, Mitio, that there fhould be any 
mortfying lines in the following poems infcribed 
to you, fo foon after your entrance into that ftate which 
was defigned for the compleateft happinefs on earth : 
But you will quickly difcover, that the Mufe in the firft 
poem only reprefents the Hiades and dark colours that 
melancholy throws upon love, and the focial life. In 
the fecond, perhaps flie indulges her own bright ideas 
a little. ' Yet if the accounts are but well balanced at 
laft, and things fet in a due light, I hope there is no 
ground for cenfure. Here you will find an attempt 
made to talk of one of the moft important concerns of 
human nature in verfe, and that with a folemnity be- 
coming the argument. I have banifhed grimace and 
ridicule, that perfons of the moft ferious chara^r may 
read without offence. What was written feveral years 
•ago to yourfelf is now permitted to entertain the world j 
but you inay affume it to yourfelf as a private enter- 
tainment flily while you lie concealed behind a feigned 
name. 

The 
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The MOURNING-PIECE. 

T IFE's a long tragedy ; This globe the ftage, 
^^ Well fixM and well adorn'd with ftrong machines. 
Gay fields, and (kies, and Teas : The a6lors many : 
The plot immenfe : A flight of daemons fit 
On every failing cloud with fatal purpofej 
And fhoots acrofs the fcenes ten thoufand arrows 
Perpetual and unfeen, headed with pain. 
With forrow, infamy, difeafe, and death. 
The pointed plagues fly filent through the air. 
Nor twangs the bow, yet fure and deep the wound. 

Dianthe a6ts her little part alone. 
Nor wifhes an aflbciate. Lo fhe glides 
Single through all the ftorm, and more fecure; 
Lefs are her dangers, and her breaft receives 
The feweft darts. " But, O my IcvM Marilla, 
*' My fitter, once my friend, (Dianthe cries) 
** How much art thou expos'd ! Thy growing foul 
*' Doubled in wedlock, multiply'd in children, 
<« Stands but the broader mark for all the mifchiefs 
** That rove promifcuous o'er the mortal ftage : 
" Children, thofe dear young limbs, thofe tendered p 
" Of your own flefli, thofc little other felves, 
" How»they dilate the heart to wide diraenfions, 
*' And foften every fibre to improve 
"*« The mother's fad capacity of pain ! 
*<^ I mourn Fidelio too 5 though heaven hasf hofc 

A 



asrh 
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•* A favourite mate for him, of all her fex 

** The pride and flower : How bleft the lovely pair,. 

** Beyond expreflTion, if well mingled loves 

** And woes well mingled could improve our blifs ! 

** Amidft the rugged cares of life behold 

" The father and the hufband j flattering names,. 

** That fpread his title, and enlarge his fliare 

" Of common wretchednefs. He fondly hopes 

" To multiply his joys, but every hour . 

" Renews the difappointment and the fmart. 

** There not a wound aflli6ls the meaneft joint 

** Of his fair partner, or her infant-train, 

**' (Sweet babes \) but pierces to his inmoft foul. 

** Strange is thy power, O Love ! what numerous vcin«, 

'' And arteries, and arms, and hands, and eyes, 

*' Are linkM and falten'd to a lover's heart, 

** By ftrong but fecrct firings ! With vain attempt 

** We put the Stoic on, in vain we try 

•* To break the ties of nature and of blood 5 

•* Thofe hidden threads maintain the dear communion 

** Inviolably firm : their thrilling motions 

** Reciprocal give endlefs fympathy 

*' In all the bitters and the fweets of life. 

<* Thrice happy man,, if pleafure only knew 

*' Thefe avenues of love to rcnch our fouls, 

** And pain had ntver found them !" 

Thus f^ng the tuneful maid, fearful to try 
The boldj^periment. Oft Dauhnis came. 
And oft ^rciiTus, rivals of her heart, 

S Luring 
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Luring ber eyes with trifles dipt in goM, 

And the g»y filken bondage. Firm (he ftood, 

And bold repuU'd the bright temptation dill, 

Nor put the chains on } dangerous to try. 

And hard to be diffolv'd. Yet rifing tears 

Sate on her cyc-lids, while her numbers flow'd 

Harmonious forrow 5 and the pitying drops 

Stole down her cheeks, to mourn the haplcfs ftate 

Of mortal love. Love, thou beft blefflng fent 

To foften life, and make our iron cares 

Eafy : But thy own cares of fofter kind 

Give (harper woimds ; They lodge too near the heart, 

Beat, like the pulfe, perpetual, and create 

A ftrange un^afy fenfe, a tempting pain. 

Say, my companion Mitio, fpeak fmcere, 
(For thou art learned now) what anxious thoughts. 
What kind perplexities tumultuous rife, 
If but the abfcnce of a day divide 
Thee from thy fair beloved ! Vainly fmiles 
The chearful fun, and night with radiant eyet 
Twinkles in vain : The region of thy foul 
Is darknefs, till thy better (tar appear. 
Tell me, what toil, what torment to fuftain 
The rolling burden of the tedious hours ? . 
The tedious hours are ages. Fancy roves 
Reftlefs in fond inquiry, nor believes 
Charlffa fafe : Chariflfa, in whofe life 
Thy life confifts, and in her comfort thineA 
Fear and furmife put on a thoufand forms 
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Of dear difquietude, and round thine eare 

Whifper ten thoufand dangers, endlefs woes. 

Till thy frame Ihuddcrs at her fancy'd death ; 

Then dies my Mitio, and his blood creeps cold 

Through every vein. Speak, does the ftrangcr Muft 

Caft happy gucfles at the unknown pallion. 

Or has (lie fabled all ? Inform me, friend, 

Are half thy joys fmcere? Thy hopes fulfiird 

Or fruftrate ? Here commit thy fecrct griefs 

To faithful ears, and be they bury'd here 

In friendfhip and oblivion j left they fpoil 

Thy new-born pleasures with di(^afteful gall. 

Nor let thine eye too greedily drink in 

The frightful profpc£t, when untimely death 

Shall make wild inroad^ on»a parent's h^art. 

And his dear offspring to the cruel grave 

Are dragged in fad fucceflion, while his foul 

Is torn away piece-meal ; Thus dies the wretch 

A various death, and frequent, ere he quit 

The theatre, and make his Exit final. 

^ But if his deareft half, his faithful mate 
Survive, and in the fweeteft faddeti: airs 
Of love and grief, approach with trembling hand 
To clofe his fwimming eyes, what double pangs. 
What racks, what twinges rend his heart-ftrings off 
From the fair bofom of that fellow-dore 
He leaves behind to mourn ? What jealous cares 
Hang on hk parting foul, to think his love 
Exposed to' wild oppreiHon^ and the heti « 

Of 
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Of favage men ? So parts the dying turtle 
With fobbing accents, with fuch fad regret 
Leaves his kind featherM mate : The widow bird 
Wanders in lonefome (hades, forgets her food. 
Forgets her lifej or falls a fpeedier prey 
To talon'd faulcons, and the crooked beak 
Of hawks athirft for blood 

The SECOND PART: Or 

The Bright Vision. 

'T^HUS fartheMufe, in unaccuftom'd mood, 
■*■ And drains unplenfing to a lover's car. 
Indulged a gloom of thought ; and thus ftic fang 
Partial ; for Melancholy's hateful form 
Stood by in fable robe : The penfive Mufe 
Surveyed the darkfome fcenes of life, and fought 
Some bright relieving glimpfe, fome cordial ray 
In the fair world of love : But while (he gaz'd 
Delightful on the (late of twin-born fouls 
United, blefs'd, the cruel (hade apply'd 
A dark long tube, and a falfe tin6lurM glafs 
Deceitful 5 blending love and life at once 
In darknefs, chaos, and the common mafs 
Of mifcry: Now Urania feels the cheat. 
And breaks the hated optic in difdain. 
Swift vanilhes the fullen form, and lo 
The fcene (hines bright with blifs : Behold the place 
Where mifchiefs never fly, cares never come 

Wit 
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With wrinkled brow, nor angulfti, nor difeafe. 
Nor malice forky-tongued. On this dear fpot, 
Mitio, my love would fix and plant thy (lation 
To aft thy part of life, ferene and bleft 
With the fair confort fitted to thy heart. 

Sure 'tis a vifion of that happy grove 
Where the firft authors of our mournful race 
Liv'd in fweet partnerfliip ! one hour they liv'd. 
But chang'd the tailed blifs (imprudent pair !) 
For fin, and fhame, and this wafte wildernefs 
Of briars, and nine hundred years of pain. 
The wifhing Mufe new-drefles the fair garden 
Amid this defart-world, with budding blifs. 
And ever-greens, and balms, and flowery beauties 
Without one dangerous tree : There heavenly dews 
Nightly defcending fhall impearl the grafs 
And verdant herbage 5 drops of fragrancy 
Sit trembling on the fpires : The fpicy vapours 
Rife with the dawn, and through the air difFusM 
Salute your waking fenfes with perfume: 
While vital fruits with their a:ribrofial juice 
Renew life's purple floodand fountain, pure 
From vicious taint; and with your innocence 
[mmortalize the (Irufture of your clay. 
On this new paradife the cloudlefs fkies 
Shall fmile perpetual, while the lamp of day 
With flames unfully'd, (as the fabled torch 
3f Hymen) meafures out your gplden hours 
^ioiig his azure road. The nuptial moon 

In 
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In milder mys ferene, fliouid nightly rife 

Full orb'd (if heaven and nature will indulge 

So fair an emblem) big with filver joys, 

And ftill forget her wane. The featbcr*d choir, 

Warbling their Maker^s praife on early wing, 

Or perch'd on evening-bough, (hall join your woiili 

Join your fweet vefpers, and the momtng fong, 

O facrcd fymphony ! Hark, through the grove 
I hear the found divine ! I 'm ail attention. 
All ear, all extafy ; unknown delight ! 
And the fair Mufe proclaims the heaven below. 

Not the feraphic minds of high degree 
Difdain converfe with men : Again returning 
I fee th' ethereal hoft on downward wing. ' 
Lo, at the eaftern gate young cherubs ftand 
Guardians, commiflionM to convey their joys 
To earthly lovers. Go, ye happy pair. 
Go tafte their banquet,^ learn the nobler pleafures 
Supernal, and from brutal dregs refin'd. 
Raphael fhall teach thee, friend, exalted thoughts 
And intelle£lual blifs. 'Twas Raphael taught 
The patriarch of our progeny th' affairs 
Of heaven : (So Milton fings, enlightned bard! 
Nor mifs'd his eyes, when in fublimeft ftrain 
The angel's great narration he repeats 
To Albion's fons high favoured.) Thou (halt learn 
Celeftial lefTons from his awful tongue j 
And with foft grace and interwoven loves 

7 (Grati 
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teful digreflion) all his words rehearie 
ly ChariflU's ear, and charm her foul, 
with divine difcourfe, in (hady bowers 
den, our firft father entertain'd 
lis fole auditrefs ; and deep difpute 
I conjugal carefles on her lip 
d eafy, and abftrufeft thoughts revealM. 

tw the day wears apace, now Mitio comes 

i his bright tutor, and finds out his mate. 

Id the dear aflbciates feated low 

umble turf, with rofe and myrtle ftrow'd j 

ligh their conference ! how felf-fuffic'd 

. their eternal Maker, girt around 

I glories : arm'd with thunders ; and his throne 

al accefs forbids, proje6ling far 

idors unfufFerable and radiant death. 

I reverence and abafement deep they fall 

e his Sovereign Majefty, to pay 

worfhip : Then his mercy on their fouls 

:s with a gentler ray, but fovereign ftill ^ 

leads their meditation and difcourfe 

: ages backward, and acrofs the feas 

Jethlehem of Judah : There the fon, 

filial godhead, chara6ler exprefs 

•ightnefs inexpreifible, laid by 

•eamy robes, and made defcent to earth s 

ig from the fons of Adam he became 

ond father, ftudious to regain 

paradife for men, and purchafe heaven. 

S . ' The 
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The loVers with Indenrment mutual thus 
Promifcuous talked, and queftions intricate 
His manly judgment ftill refoIvM, and ftill 
Held her attention fix'd : flie mufing fat 
On the fweet mention of incarnate love. 
Till rapture wak'd her voice to fofteft /trains. 
** She fang the Infant God j (myfterlous theme !) 
** How vile his birth-place, and his cradle vile ! 
*« The ox and afs his mean companions ; there 
** In habit vile the fhephcrds flock around, 
•* Saluting the great mother, and adore 
** Ifraers anointed King, the appointed heir 
•' Of the creation. How debased he lies 
*« Btneath his regal ftate 5 for thee, my Mitio, 
** Debased in fervile form ; but angels ftood 
** Miniftering round their chargo with folded wings 
•* Obfequious, though unfeen ; while lightfome hours 
**. Falfiird the day, and the grey evening rofe. 
«' Then the fair guardians Jiovering o'er his head 
<* Wakeful all night, drive the foul fpirits far, 
*« And with their fanning pinions purge the air 
** From bufy phantoms, from infectious damps, 
** And impure taint ; while their ambrofial plumes 
** A dewy {lumber on his fenfcs (hed. 
** Alternate hymns the heavenly watchers fung 
*' Melodious, foothing the fuiTounding (hades, 
** And kept the darknefs chalie and holy. Then 
" Midnight was chann'd, and all her gazing eyes 
" Wonder'd to fee their mighty Maker fleep. 

5 *f BfAiM 
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1 the glooms difper.'V, the rofy morn 
in the Eaft with cye-livi? opening fnlr, 
)t fo fair as thine j O I could fold Thee, 
)iing Almighty, my Creator-Babe^ 
er in thefe arms ! For ever dwell 
thy lovely form with gazing joy, 
very pnlfe ihould beat feraphic love ! 
d my feat (hould crouciing cherubs come 
fwift ambition, zealous to attend 
prince, and form a heaven below the flty. 

jear, Chariffa, O forbear the thought 
lale-fondnefs, and forgive the man 
nterrupts fuch melting harmony !*' 
itio } and awakes her nobler powers 
uft worfhlp to the facred King, 
e God ; nor v/ith devotion pCire 
carefles of her fofter fcx ; 
mdilhrnentl ) " Come, turn thine eyes afide 
Bethlehem, and climb up the doleful Iteep 
o(Jy CalvoT)', where naked fculls 
^c fad road, and fright the travelJer. 
y Beloved bear to trace the feet 
Redeemer panting up the hill 
• urdenM ? Can thy heart attend his crofs ? 
to the cniel wood, he groans, he dies, 
e he dies. Beneath thy fms and mine 
jle load !) trie linful Saviour groans, 
fierce anguifh of his foul expires, 
g angels pry with bending head 

Si «< Search- 
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*' Searching the deep contrivance, and admire 

** This infinite defign. Here peace is made 

" 'Tvvixt God th€ Sovereign, ami the rebel man: 

** Here Satan overthrown with all his hofts 

** In fecond ruin rages and defpairs 5 

** Malice itfelf defpaire. The captive prey 

** Long held in flavery hopes a fweet releafe, 

•* And Adam's ruinM offspring fhall revive 

** Thus ranfom'd from the greedy jaws of death," 

The fair difciple heard ; her paffions move 
Harmonious to the great difcourfe, and bi-eathc 
Refin'd devotion : while new fmiles of love 
Repay her teacher. Both virith bended knees 
Read o'er the covenant of eternal life 
Brought down to men 5 feal'd by the facred Three 
In heaven ; and feal'd on earth with God's own bl 
Here they unite their names again, and fign 
Thofe peaceful articles. (Hail, bleft co-heirs 
Celeftial ! Ye fhall grow to manly age. 
And, fpite of earth and hell, in fcafon due 
Poflcfs the fair inheritance above.) 
With joyous admiration they furvcy 
The gofpel treafures infinite, unfeen 
By mortal eye, by mortal ear unheard. 
And unconceiv'd by thought : Riches divine 
And honours which the Almighty Father God 
Pour'd with immenfe profufion on bis Son, 
High trcafurer of heaven. The Son beflows 
The life, the love, the blefling, and the joy 
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On bankrupt mortals who believe and love 

His name. " Then, my ClKnIiTa, all is thine. 

** And tiiine, my Mitio, the fair faint replies. 

** Life, death, the world below, and worlds on high, 

** And place, and time, are ours ; and things to come, 

•« And pad, and prefent ', for our intereft Hands 

" Firm in our myftic head, the title fure. 

** 'Tis for our health and fweet refrelhment, (v/hile 

** We fojourn ftrangers here) the fruitful earth 

** Bears plenteous ; and revolving feafons ftill 

<* Drefs her vaft globe in various ornament. 

*« For us this chearful fun and chearful light 

^* Diurnal fhine. This blue expanfe of (ky 

" Hangs a rich canopy above our heads, 

** Covering our flumbers, all with ftarry gold 

** Inwrought, wh»n night alternates her return. 

** For us time wears his wings out : Nature keeps 

<* Her wheels in motion : and her fabrick (lands. 

** Glories beyond our ken of mortal fight 

** Are now preparing, and a manfion fair 

<* Awaits us, where the faints unbody'd live. 

<' Spirits released from clay, and purgM froni fin : 

<« Thither our hearts with moft inceffant wifh 

<* Panting afpire j when fliall that deareft hour 

" Shine and releafe us hence, and bear us high, 

<* Bear us at once unfever'd to our better home ?" 

O bleft connubial ftate ! O happy pair, 
EnvyM by yet unfociated fouls 
Who feek their faithful twins ! Your pleafures rife 

S 3 Sweet 
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Sweet as the morn, acWancing as the day, 

Fervent as glorious noon, ferenely calm 

As fummer-evenings. The vHe fonfl of eartb 

Groveling in duft with all their noily jara 

Reftleft, (hall interrupt your joys no more 

Than barking animals affright the moon 

Sublime, and riding in her miclnight way. 

Frien<ifliip and love ihalLundiftinguifti'd reign" 

0>r all your paflions with unrivard- fway 

Mutual and eyerlafting : Friendfhip knows 

No property in good, but all things' common 

That each poflefles, as the light or air 

In which we breathe and live : There *s not one thought 

Can lark in clofe refer\'e, no barriers fix'd, 

But every paffage open as the day 

To one another's breaft, and inmoft- mind. 

Thu* by communion your delight /hall grow, ■> 

Thus ftreams of mingled blifs fvvell higher as they flow, I 

Thus angeb mix their flames, and more divinely glow. J 

The THIRD PART: Or 

The Account balanced. 

'QHOULD foveretgn love before me fiand, 
*^ With all his train of pomp and ftate. 
And bid the daring Mufe relate 

His comforts and his cares ; 
Mitio, I would not afk the fand 
For metaphors t' exprefs their weight, 
^ Noir borrow numbers fi om the flars. 

Tby 
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Thy cares and comforts, fovcieign Love, 
Vaftly out-weigh the fancl below, 
And ^o a larger audit grow 

Than all the ftars above. 
Thy mighty lofles and thy gains 

Are their ovim mutual meaiiires ; 
Only the man that knows thy pains 

Can i'eckon up thy pleafures. 

Say, Damon, fay, how bright the fcenfc, 

Damon is half-divinely bleft, 
Leaning his head on his Fiorclla's breaft, 
Without a jealous thought, or bufy care between s 
. 'Then the fweet pallions mix and ih^re j 

Florella tells thee all her heart. 
Nor can thy foul's remotcft part 
Conceal a thought or wifh from the beloved fair. 

Say, what a pitch thy pleafures fly, 
When friendfhip all-fmctre grows up to ecftacy. 
Nor feif contrails the blifs, nor vice pbllutes the joy. 

While thy dear offspring round thee fit. 
Or fporting innocently at thy feet 
. Thy kindeft thoughts engage i 

Thofe little images of thee, 

What pretty toys of youth they be. 
And growing props of age ! 

But (hort is earthly blifs I The changing wind 
Blows from the fickly South, and brings 

Malignant fevers on its fultry wings, 
Relentlefs death fits clofe Viehind : 

f -''•■ S 4 Now 
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Now gafping infants, and a wife in tears, 

With piercing groans falutes his ears. 
Through every vein the thrilling torments roll j 

While fweet and bitter are at ftrife 

In thofe dear miferies of life, 
Thofe tendered pieces of his bleeding foul. 

The pleafmg fenfc of love awhile 
Mixt with the heart-ake may the pain beguile. 

And make a feeble fight : 
Till forrows like a gloomy deluge rife. 

Then every fmiling paflion dies, 

And hope alone with wakeful eyes 
Darkling and folitary waits the (low-returning light. 

Here then let my ambition reft, 
May I be moderately bleft 
When I the laws of Love obey : 
Let but my pleafure and my pain 
In equal balance ever reign, 
Or mount by t«*Ha*-and fmk again. 
And fhare juft meafures of alternate fway. 
So Damon lives, and ne'er complains j 
Scarce can we hope diviner fcenes 

On this dull ftagc of clay : 
The tribes beneath the northern Bear 
Submit to darkncfs half the year, 
Since half the year is day. 
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On the Death of the Duke of Gloucester, 
juft after Mr. Dr YD E N. 1700, 

An E P I G R A M. 

TXRYDEN is dead, Dryden alone could fmg 
~*"^ The full-grown glories of a future king. 
^ow Gloiler dies : Thus leffer heroes live 
iy that immortal breath that Poet's give 5 
-And fcarce revive the Mufe : But William ftands, 
Kor afks his honours from the Poet's hands, 
AVilliam (hall Ihine without a Dryden's praife, 
His laurels are not grafted on the bays. 

An Epigram of Martial to Cirinvs. 

*' Sic tua, CIrinI, promas Epigrammata vulgo 
** Ut mecum poflis, &c." 

Infcribed to Mr. J O S I A H H O R T E. 1694. 
Lord Bifhop of KiLMORE ♦ in Ireland. 

QO fmooth yonr numbers, friend, your verfe fofweet, 
^ So (harp the jeft, and yet the turn fo neat. 
That with her Martial Rome would place Cirine, 
Rome would prefer your fenfe and thought to mine. 
Yet modeft you decline the public ftage. 
To fix. your friend alone amidft th' applauding age. 

So 

* Afterwards Archbiftiap of Tuam. 
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So Maro did ; the mighty Maro (ings 

In vail heroic notes oFvad heroic things, 

And leaves the ode to dance upon his Flaccus' (Irlngs. . 

He fcornM to daunt the dear Horatian lyr 

Though his brave genius fta(h\i Pindaric 1 

And at his will could filence all the Lyric quire. 

So to his Varius he refign'd the pmiie 

Of the proud buHcin and the tiagic bays, 

When he could thunder with a loftier vein. 

And fing of Gods and Heroes in a bolder drain. 

A handfome treat, a piece of gold, or fo. 
And compliments will every friend beftow j 
Rarely a Virgil, a Cirine we meet, J 

Who lays his laurels at inferior feet, > 

And yields the tendereft point vf honour, Wit, } 

EPISTOLA 
Fratri fuo dikao R. W. I. W. S. P. D, 

TJ URSUM tuas, amande frater, accepi litcras, 
•*"^ eodem fortafse momento, quo meae ad te pervenc- 
runt ; idemque qui te fcribentcm vidit dies, meum ad 
epillolare munus excitavit calamuin ; non inaiK eft inter 
nos P'raternum Nomen, unicus cnim fpiritus nos intus 
animat, agitque, & Concordes in ambobus efficit motuf I 
O utinam crefcat indies, & vigefcat mutua charitat; 
faxit Deus, ut amor fui noflra incendat Sc defaecet pec- 
tora, tunc etenim 8c alternis purse amicitix flammis 

etga 
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Tga rtos invicem divlnum in modum ardebirous 5 Con- 
emplemur Jerum noih-um, cGsIefte illud & adorandum 
xemplar charitatis. Ille eft, 

^I quondam aeterno delapAis ab sethere vultus 
nduit humanosy ut polTet corpore noftras 
Heu miferas) fufferre vices ; fponforis obivit 
Vlunia, Sc in {c(<s Tabulae maledi^la Minacis 
franflulity et fceleris poenas hominifque reatum. 

Eccc jacet defcrtus humi, difFufus in herbam 
nteger, innocuas verfus fua Hdera palroas 
Zt placidum attollens vultura, nee ad ofcula Patri$ 
^.mplexus folitofve : Artus nudatus ami6lu 
lidereos, et fponte finuin patefa6lus ad iras 
Juminis armati. Pater, hie infige * fagittas, 
* Hsc, alt, iratum forbebunt pe6lora ferrum, 
' Abluat aethereus niortalia crimina fanguis.** 

Dixit, & horrendum fremuerc tonitrua coeli 
nfenfufque Deus, (quern jam pofuifle paternum 
dufz queri vellet nomen, fed & ipfa fragores 
\,d tantos pevefa^a filet.) Jam diflilit aether^ 
*andunturque fores, ubi duro carccrc regnat, 
ra, et poenarum thefauros mille coercet, 
nde ruunt gravidi vefano fulphure nimbi, 
'entuplicifque volant contorta volunHna flamma& 
D caput immeritum ; diro hie fub pondere preiFus 

• Job iv. 6. 

Reftat, 
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Reftat, comprefTos dumque ardens explicat artus 
* Purpureo veftes tin6laB fudore madefcunt. 
Nee tamen infando Vindex Regina labori 
Segnius incumbit, fed laiTos increpat ignes 
Acriicr, & fomno languentera fufcitat f enfcm : 
** Surge, age, divinum pete pe6lus, & imbue facro 
** Flumine mucronem 5 Vos hinc, mea fpicula, late 
" Ferrea per totum difpergite tormina Chriftum, 
*' Immenfum tolerare valet ; ad pondere poense 
** Suftentanda hominem fulFulciet incola Numen. 
** Et tu facra Decas Legum, violata tabella, 
** Ebibe vindiftam ; vafta fatiabere csde, 
** Mortalis culpse penfabit dedecus ingens 
" Permiftus Dcitate Cruor."— — • 

Sic fata, imralti contorquet vulnera dextru 
Dilaniatque finus ; fan6li penetralia cordis 
Panduntur, faevis avidas dolor involat alis, 
Atque audax mentem fcrutator, & ilia mordet ; 
Interea fervator J ovat, vi6lorque doloris 
Eminet, illuftri § perfufus membra cruore, 
Exultatque mifer fieri ; nam fortius ilium 
Urget Patris Honos, & non vincenda voluptas 
Servandi miferos fontes ; O nobilis ardor 
Poenarura! O quid non mortalia pe6lora cogis 
Durus amor ? Quid non coeleftia ? 

* Luke xxii. 44. f Zech, xiii, 7« % Col. ii. 15 
§ Luke xxii, 24- 

5 A 
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At fubfidat phantafia, vanefcant imagines 5 nefcio quo 
me proripuit amens Mufa : Volui quatuor linias pedi- 
bus aftringere, & ccce ! numeri crefcunt in immenfum j 
dumque concitato genio laxavi frsena, vei-cor ne juve- 
nilis impetus theologium I»fcrit, & audax nimis ima- 
ginatio. Heri adlata eft ad^me epiftola indicans matrem 
nieliufcule fe habere, licet ignis fcbrilis non prorfus de- 
feniit mortale ejus domicilium. Plura volui, fed tur- 
gidi & crefcentes verfus noluerc plura, & coar6larunt 
fcriptionis limites. Vale amice frater, & in ftudio pie- 
tatis & artis medicae ftrenuus decurre. 

Datum a Mufeo meo Londini xvto Kalend. Febr» 
Anno Salutis cioidcxciii. 



Fratris E. W. olim navigaturo. 

Sept. 30. 1691* 

T FELIX, pede profpero 
"*■ I frater, trabe pinea 
Sulces sequora ccerula 
Pandas carbafa flatibus 
Quae tuto reditura flnt. 
Non te monftra natantia 
Ponti carnivorae incolae 
Prxdentur rate naufraga* 

Navis, 
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Navis, tu tlbi creditum 
Fratrem dimidium mei 
Salvum fer per Inhofpita 
Ponti regna, per avios 
Tra6lus, & liquidum chaos, 
Kec te forbeat horrida 
Syrtis, nee fcopulus minax 
Rumpat roboreum latus. 
Captent mitla flamina 
Antennae 5 & zcphyri levcs 
Dent portum placidum tibi. 

Tu, qui flumina, qui vagos 
Fluftos oceani^regis, 
Et faevum boreara doinas. 
Da fratri faciles vias, 
Et fratrem reducem fuis. 



Ad Reverendum Virum 

Dm JOHANNEMPINHORNI 

Fidum Adolefcentiae meae Prxeceptorem, 

Pindarici Carminis Specimen. 1694. 

TpT te, Pinhorni, Mufa Trifantica 
'■--' Salutat, ardens difcipulam tuam 

Grate fateri : nunc Athcnas, 
Nunc Latias per amoenitates 

Tuto pererrans te recollt duccm, 
Te quondam teneros & Ebraia per afpcra greflus 

Non dura duxilTe manu. 
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Tiio patefcunt luminc Thefpil 
Campi atque ad arccm Pierid*n iter : 
£n altus aflfurgens Homcnis 
Arma deofque virofque mifccns 
)ccupat asthcreum Parnaffi culmcn : Homeri 
mmenfos ftupeo manes 

7e, Maro, dulce canens /"ylvas, te bella fonant^m 
Lrdna, da veniam tenui venerare camoena; 
Tuaeque accipias, Thcbane vates, 
Debita Thura Lyra. 
'obis, magna trias ! clarlfTima nomina fcmper 
crinia noftra patent, & pc6lora noftra patebunt, 
^um mlhi cunqiie levtm conceflerit otia Sc horam 
Divina Mofis pagina. 

lacciia ad Iianc triadem ponatur, at ipfa pudendas 
'eponat veneres : veniiis ftd * ** purus &c infons 
Vt te collaudem, dum Icrdes & mala luftra" 
blutiis, Vcniinne, canis ridefve. Reclfae 
'ic lege accedant latvra; Juvenalis, amari 
errorcs vitiorum. At longe caecus abcflet 
;riiu8, obfcuros vates, nifi iumina circum- 
ufa forent, fphingilque xnigmata, Bonde, fcidKTes. 
r:ind« fonans Senecae fulmen, grandifquc cothurni 
jmpa Soplioclei celfo ponantur eodcin 
•dine, & ainbabiis fimul hos ampleiiar in ulnis. 
Tuto, Poetae, tuto liabitabitis 
Piftos abacos : improba tinea 
Obiit, nee audat faeva caftas 
Attingere blatta camcenas. 

• Horat. Lib, I. Sat. 6. 

At 
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At tu rcnidens foeda epigrammatum 
Farrago inertum, (lercoris impii 

Sentina foetens, Maitialis, 

In barathrum relegandus imum 
Aufuge, & hinc tecum rapias Catullutn 
Infulse moUem, naribus, auribus 
Ingrata cadis carmina, U improbi 

Spurcos Nafonis amores. 

Nobilis extrcma gradiens Caledor.is ab ara 
En Buchananus adell. Divini pfaltis imago 
Jcfliadae falveto j potens feu iluminis ii-as 
Fulminibus mifcere, facro vel lumine mentis 
Fugare noftes, vel citharae fono 

Sedare flu6lus peftoris. 
Tu mihi haerebis comes ambulanti, 
Tu domi aftabis focius perennis, 
Seu levi mf nfao fimul aflidere 

Dignabere, feu le(5licae. 
Mox recumbentis vigilans ad aureras 
Aureos fuadebis inire fomnos 
Sacra fopitis fuperinferens ob- 

livia curisy 
Stet juxta • Cafimirus, huic nee parcius ignem 
Natura indulfit nee Mufa armavit alumnum 
* Sarbivium rudiore lyra. 

* M. Cafimirus, Sarbiewfki Poeta infignis Poloni 

Quan 
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Qu^anta Polonum Icvat aura cygnura I 
• Humana linquens (en fibi devii 
Montes recedunt) luxuriantibus 

Spatiatur in aere pennis. 
Seu tu forte virum tollis ad sthcray 
Cognatofve thrones & patrium polum 

Vifurus confurgis ovans, 
Vifum. fatigas, Iciemque fallis, 
Dum tuum a loqge ftupeo volatum 

O non imitabills ales. 

Sarbivii ad nomen gelida incalet 

Mufa, funul totus fervcfcere 

Sentio, ftellatas levis induor 

Alas Sc tollor in ahum. 

Jam juga Zionis radens pede 

Elato inter fidera radens verticc 

Longe defpeflo mortalia. 
Quam juvat altifonis volitare per aethera pennis, 
Et ridere procul fallacia gaudia fecli 
Terrellae grandia inania, 

Quae mortale genus (heu male) deperit, 

O ciiras hominum miferas ! Cano, 

£t miferas nugas diademata ! 

Ventofae fortis ludibrium. 



• Lib. ii. Ode V. 

T En 
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En mihi fubfidant terrenae i peftore fmcf^ 
Geftit & effraenis divinum efiundere canneor 
Mens afflata Deo i . 



' at yos heroes St anna 



£t procul efte Dii, ludicra numina. 
Quid mihi cum veftrae pondere lancev, 
Pallas ! aut veftris, Dyonyfe, Thyrfis ? 
£t Clava, & Anguis, Sc Leo, & Hen:ulet» 
£t brutum tonitru fiBltii Patris^ 
Abilate a carmine noftro. 

Te, Deus Omnipotens ! te noftra (bnahit Jef* 
Mufa, nee afTueto coeleftes barbiton aufu 
Tentabit numeros. Vafti fine limite aumen Sc 
Immenfnm fine lege deum numeri fine lege fonabunt, 

Sed mu(am magna polticentem deftituit rigor ^ 
Divino jubare perftringitur oculorum acies. £n la- 
bafcit pennis, tremit artubus, ruit deorfum per inane 
xtheris, jacet vi6la^ obftupefcit, filet. 

Ignofcas, reverende vir, vano conamini 5 fragnnen 
hoc rude licet & impolitum* sequi boni confulas, & 
gratitudinis jam dlu debits in partem reponas. 



Vo' 
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Votum, feaVitain tans beata. 

Ad vinim digniffimam JOHANNEM 
HARTO-PPIUM, Bartum. . 

1702* 

TT ARTOPPI eximio ftemmate nobilit. 
•■• ■* Venaque ingenii divite^ fi rogeft> 

Quem mea Mufa beat, 
Ille mihi felix ter & aropliu«, 
£t fimiles fuperis annos agit 
♦* Qui fibi fufficiens feraper adeft fibi,"^ 

Hunc longe a. curis mortalibus 

Inter agros, fylvafque (ilentes 
Se mufifque fuis tranquilla in pace fruentem 

Sol oriens videt & recumbens. 

Non fu« vulgi fevor itifolentiss 
(Plaufus infaiii tumidus popelli)- 
Mentis ad facram penetrabit arcem^ 

Feriat lic^ aethera clamor. 
Nee gaza flammans divitis Indiae> 
Nee, Tage, veftra fiilgor arenul* 

Ducent ab obicuia quiete 
Ad laquear radiantis aulse*^ 

O fi daretur ftainina proprii 
Tiadarc fuii pollice proprlo^ 

T 2. ^ Atxyicb 
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cXv- color in-cenus 
T?;ia natWo decoraret alt>o 

Non aurum, W>n g«°"* . . „««. 
I„«nextafore«-nv.d.o^-^^^ 

^Etvosabftate.coron«. \ 

Pron^-teaocaran^tratro 

AbS» «*«"""'' Lev- »>» 
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Hinc, hinc, Cupido, longiiis avola ? 
Nil mihi cum foedis, puer, ignibus j 
^therea fervent face pc6lora, 
Sacra mihi Venus eft Urania, 
£t juvenis JeiTseus amor mihi. 

Coelefte carmen (nee taceat lyra 
JeiTaea) laetis auribus infonet. 
Nee Watfianis e medullis 

Ulla dies rapiot vel hora. 
Sacri libelli, deliciae mtx, 
Et vos, fodales, Temper amabiles, 

Nunc fimul adfitis, nunc vicifTim, 
£t fallite tssdia vitae. 



To Mrs. S I N G E R, afterwards Mrs. Rows. 

On the Sight of fome of her divine Poems, never 
printed. 



July 19, 1706. 



O. 



^N the fair banks of gentle Thames 
1 tun'ii my harp 5 nor did celeftial themes 
Refufe to dance upon my firings : 
There beneath the evening fky 
1 fung my cares afleep, and raisM my wi/hes high 
To everlafting things. 

T 3 Sudden 
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Sudden from AIbion*ft weftern coaft 

Harmonious notes come gliding by. 
The neighbouring (hepherds knew the filvcr found 
** *Tis Philomela's voice, the neighbouring iheph( 

At once my brings all filent lie^ [cf] 

At once my fainting Mufe was loft. 

In the fuperiof fweetnefs drownM. 
In vain I bid my tuneful powers unite { 

My foul retired, and left my tongue, 
I was all ear, and Phiiomela^s fbng 

Was all divine delight. 

Now be my harp for ever dumb, 
My Mufe attempt no more. 'Twas long ago 

I bid adieu to mortal things. 

To Grecian tales, and wars of Rome, 
''Twas long ago I broke all but th' immortal ftrings ; 
Now thofe immortal (Irings havft no employ. 

Since a fair angel dwells below. 
To tunc the notes of heaven, and propagate the joy 

Let all my powers with awe profound 
While Philomela fmgs, 

Attend the rapture of the found. 
And my devotion rife on her feraphic wings. 



The End of ibc SbcoKa Beox^ 
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BOOK III. 
Sacred to the Memory of the D e a d. 



An Epitaph on King WILLIAM IIL 
Of Glorious Memory* 

Who died March the 8th, 1701. 

jHENEATH thefe honours of a tomb, 
^^ Greatnefs in humble ruin lies : 
(How earth confines in narrow room 
What heroes leave beneath the ikies !) 

Preferve, O venerable pile. 
Inviolate thy facred truft ^ 
To thy cold arms the Briti/h iHe, 
Weeping, commits her richell dufl. 

Ye gentled minifters of Fate, 
Attend the monarch as he lies. 
And bid the fofteft Slumbers wait 
With iilken cords to bind his eyes« 

T4 Reft 
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Reft his dear Sword beneath his head ; 
Round him his faithful Arms fhall Aand : 
Fix his bright EnHgns on his bed, / 

The guards and honours of our land. 

Ye fitter arts of Paint and Verfe, 
Place Albion fainting by his fide, 
Her groans arifing o'er the hearfe. 
And Belgia fmking when he dyM. 

High o'er the grave Religion fet 

In folemn gold j pronounce the ground 

Sacred, to bar unhallow'd feet. 

And plant her guardian Virtues round. 

Fair Liberty in fables dreft, 
Write his lov'd name upon his urn, 
«* William, the fcourge of tyrants paft, 
«* And awe of princes yet unborn." 

Sweet Peace his facred relicks keep, 
With olives blooming round her head> 
And ftretch her wings acrofs the deep 
To blefs the nations with the (hade. 

Stand on the pile, immortal Fame, 
Broad ftars adorn thy brightcft robe. 
Thy thoufand voices found his name 
In filver accents round the globe. 



Flalt 
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Flattery fhall faint beneath the found. 

While hoary Truth infpires the fong ; ' 

Envy grow pale and bite the ground. 

And Slander gnaw her forky tongue. 

Night and the grave remove your gloom j 
Darknefs bf comes the vulgar dead j 
But glory bids the royal tomb 
Difdain the horrors of a (hade. 

Glory with all her lamps (hall burn. 
And watch the warrior's fleeping clay. 
Till the laft trumpet rouze his urn 
To aid the triumphs of the day. 



On the fudden Death of Mrs. Maky Peacock. 

An Elegiac Song fent in a Letter of Condolance to 
Mr. N. P. Merchant, at Amfterdam. 

TJ ARK! She bids all her friends adieu 5 
-■■ -■' Some angel calls her to the fpheres j 
Our eyes the radiant faint purfue 
Through liquid telefcopes of tears. 

Farewell, bright foul, a ftiort farewell. 
Till we (hall meet again above 
In the fweet groves where pleafures dwell, 
And trees of life bear fruits of love : 

There 
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There glory fits on every face. 
There friendihip fmiies in every eye. 
There fliall our tongues relate the grace 
That I,ed us homeward to the iky. 

Or all the names of Chrift our King 
Shall our harmonious voices rove. 
Our harps (hall found from every ftring 
The wonders of his bleeding Love. 

Come, fovereign Lord, dear Saviour, come. 
Remove thefe feparating days, 
Send thy bright wheels to fetch us home i 
That golden hour, how long it ftays ! 

How long muft we lie lingering here. 
While faints around us take their flight ? 
Smiling, they quit this du(ky fphere. 
And mount the hills of heavenly light. 

Sweet foul, we leave thee to thy reft. 
Enjoy thy Jefus and thy God, 
Till we, from bands of clay releasM, 
Spring out, and climb the ihining road. 

While the dear duft (he leavtt behind 
Sleeps in thy bofom, facred tomb ! 
Soft be her bed, her (lumbers kind. 
And all her di'eams of joy to come. 
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EPITAPHIUM Viri Vcncrabills 
Dom. N. MATHER, 

Carmine Lapids^rio confcriptnm. 

M. S. 

RcvcrencK admodnm Viri 

NATHANAELIS MATHERL 

QU O D mori poturt hie fuptus depofitum «lt. 
Si qusris, hofpes, quantus et qualis fuit, . 
Fidas enarrabit lapis. 

Nomen a familia diixit 
Sandlioribus ftudiis Sc evangelic devota, 

Et per utramque Angliam cclebri, 
Americanum fc. atque Europseam. 
£t hinc quoque in fan^i miniderii fpem eda^us 
Non fallacem : 
Et hunc utraque novit Anglia 
Do6lum & docentem. 
Corpore fuit procero, forma placide verenda j 
At fupra corpus & formam fublim^ eminuerunt 
Indoles, ingenium, atque eruditio 4 
•Supra hsec pietas, & (li fas dicere) 

Supra pietatenf modeftia, 
Cxteras enim do*tes obumbravit. 
Quoties in rebus divinis peragendis 
Divinitas afflatae mentis fpecimina 

Pneftantiora edidit, 
Toties horoinem fedulus occuluit 

Ut folus confpiceretur Deus : 

Voluit 
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Voluii totut latere, nee potuit ; 
Heu quantum tamea fui nos latet ! 
£t majorem laudis partem fepulchrak marmor 
Invita obruit filentio. 
Gratiam Jefu Chrifti falutiferam 
Quam abunde hauHt ipfe, aliis propinavit» 
Puram ab human a faece. 
Veritatis evangelicae decus ingens, 
£t ingens propugnaculum. 
Concionatur gravis afpeftu, geftu, voce ; 
Cui i>ec aderat pompa oratoria. 
Nee deerat j 
Flofculos rhetorices fupervacaneos fecit 
Rerum dicendarum Majeftas, & Deus praefens. 
Hinc arma militiae fuas ncn infelicia> 
Hinc tuties fugatus Satanas. 
Et hinc viftoriae 
Ab inferorum portis toties reportatae. 
Solers ille ferreis impiorum animis infigere 

Ahum & falutarc vulnus : 
Vulneratas idem tra6lare leniter folers, 

Et medelam adhibere magis falutarem. 
Ex defaecato cordis fonte 
Divinis eloquiis afFatim fcatebant labia, 
Etiam in familiari contubernio : 
Spirabat ipfe undique coeleftes fuavitates, 
Qii^afi oleo laetitiae Temper recens delibutus, 
Et femper fupra focios ; 
Gratumque dilecllflimi Tui Jefu odorem 
Quaquaversus & late difFudit. 

Dolo: 
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Dolores tolerans fupra fidem, 
^rumnacque heu quam ailiduae ! 
Invifto animo, viftrice patientia 
Varias curarum moles pertulit 
Et in ftadio & in meta vitae : 
Quam ubi propinquam vidit 
Plerophoria fidei quad curru alato ve£lus 

Propcre & exultim attigit. 
Natus eft in agro Lancaftrienfi 20* Martii, 1630, 
Inter Nov-Anglos theologiae tyrocinia fecit. 
Paftorali munere diu Dublinii in Hibernia funSus, 
Tandem (ut Temper) providentiam fecutus ducem, 
Coetui Hdelium apud Londinenfes pnepofitus eft, 
• Quos do6Vrina precibus, & vita beavit : 
Ah brevi ! 
Corpore foliitus 26' Julli, 1697. ^tat. 67. 
Ecclefiis mcerorem, theologis exemplar reliquit. 
Probis piifque omnibus 
Infandum fui defideriura : 
Dnm pulvis Chrifto cbarus hie dulce donnit 
.£xpe£lans ftellam matutinam. 

To the Reverend Mr. John Shower, on the 
Death of his Daughter Mrs. Anne Warner. 

Reverend and dear Sir, 

[TOW great foever was my fenfe of your lofs, yet I 

" •■• did not think myfelf fit to offer any lines of com- 

Mt : your own meditations can furnifli you with many 

5 ade- 
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a delightful truth m the midft of fo heavy a forrow; 
for the covenant of grace has brlghtnef^ enough in it ta 
gild the moft glooray providence | and to that fweet 
covenant your foul is no ftranger. My own thoughts 
were much iropreft with the tidings of your daughter's 
death ; and though I made many a reflection t>n the 
vanity of mankind in its heft eflate» yet I muft acknow- 
ledge that my temper leads me moft to the pleafant 
fcenes of heaven, and that future world of blefledceft. 
When I i^colledk the memory of my friends that art 
dead, I fiiequently rove into the world of fpirits, aad 
fearch them out there : Thus I endeavoured to trace 
Mrs. Warner i and thefe thoughts crouding faft upon 
me, I fet them down for my own entertainment. The 
verfe breaks off abruptly, bccaufe I had no defign to 
write a finifhed elegy ; and be fides, when I was faUea 
upon the dark fide of death, I had no mind to tarr^ 
there. If the lines I have written be fo happy as t» 
entertain you a little, and divert your grief, the time 
fpent in compofing them /hall not be reckoned amosj^ 
my loft hours, and the review will be more pleaiing to, 

S I R, 

Your affe^icaate humble fervant,. 
Dcccmb* 22:, 1707* I. W^ 
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An Elegiac Thought on Mr*. Anki Warner, 
who died of the Small-Pox, December iR, 
1707. at One of the Clock in the Morning ; a 
few Days after the Birth and Death of her fir& 
ChUd. 

A WAKE, my Mufc, range the wide world of Covdt^ 
•^^ And feek Vernera fled ; With upward aim 
Dire£l thy wing ; for (he was bom from heaven, 
Fulfiird her vifit, and returned on high. 

The midnight watch of angels, that patrole 
The Britifh (ky, have noticed her afcent 
' Near the meridian ftar j purfue the track 
To the bright confines of immortal day 
And paradife, her home. Say, my Urania, 
(For nothing fcapes thy fearch, nor canft thou mifa 
So fair a fpirit) fay, beneath what ihade 
Of Amaranth, or chearful Ever-green, 
She fits, i*ecounting to her kindred-minda 
Angelic or humane, her mortal toil 
And travels through this howling wildernefs i 
By what divine prote6lions (he efcapM 
Thofe deadly fnares when youth and Satan leag^^^d 
In combination to aifail her virtue 
(Snares fet to murder fouls) ; but hearen fecurM 
The favourite nymph, and taught her vi£lory» 

Or 
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Or does (he feek, or has (he found her babe 
Amongil the infant-nation of the bleft. 
And clafp'd it to her foul, to fatiate there 
The young maternal paiHon, and abfolve 
The unfulfill'd embrace ? Thrice happy child ! 
That faw the light, and turn'd its eyes afide 
From our dim regions to th' Eternal Sun, 
And led the parent's way to glory ! There 
Thou art for ever hers, with powers enlarg'd 
For love reciprocal and fweet converfe. 

Behold her anceftors (a pious race) 
RangM in fair order, at her fight rejoice 
And fing her welcome. She aJong their feats 
Gliding falutes them all with honours due 
Such as are paid in heaven : And lad /he finds 
A jnanfion fafhion'd of diftinguifh'd light. 
But vacant : " This*' (with fure prefage flic cricj 
" Awaits my father ; when will he arrive ? 
** How long, alas, how long !" (Then calls her i 
** Die, thou dear partner of my mortal cares, 
** Die, and partake my blifs j we are for ever Oi 

Ah me ! where roves my fancy ! What kind d« 
Croud with fweet violence on my waking mind ! 
Perhaps illufions all ! Inform me, Mufe, 
Chufes fhe rather to retire apart 
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From Hymen's hurrying and tumultuous joys, 
And fears and pangs, fierce pangs that wrought her death. 
Tell me on what lublimer theme /he dwells 
In contemplation, with unerring clue 
Infinite truth purfuing. (When, my foul, 
O when (hall thy releafe from cumberous flefli 
Pafs the great feal of heaven ? What happy hour 
Shall give thy thoughts a loofe to foar and trace 
The inlclleflual world ? Divine delight ! 
Vernera's lov'd employ !) Perhaps (he fings 
To fome new golden harp th' Almighty deeds^ 
The names, the honours of her Saviour-God, 
His crofs, his grave, his vi^ory, and his crown : 
Oh could I imitate th' exalted notes, 
And mortal ears could bear them ! — 

Or lies (he now before th' eternal throne 
Pro(h:ate in humble form, with deep devbtion 
O'erwhelm'd, and felf-abafement at the fight 
Of the uncovei-M Godhead face to face ? 
Seraphic crowns pay homage at his feet. 
And Hers amongft them, not of dimmer ore. 
Nor fet with meaner gems : But vain ambition. 
And emulation vain, and fond conceit, 
And pride for ever bani(h'd flies the place, 
Curft pride, the drefs of hell. Tell me, Urania^ 
How her joys heighten, and her golden hours 
Circle in love. O (lamp upon my foul 
Some bllfsful image of the fair deceasM 
To call my pafTions and my eyes afide 

U From 
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From the dear brcathlefs clay, diftreifing fight I 
I look sind mourn and gaze with greedy view 
Of melancholy fondnefs : Tears bedewing 
That form fo late defir^d, fo late beloYM, 
Now loathfome and unlovely. Bafe difeafe. 
That leaguM with nature^s iharpeft pains, and fpoil'd 
So fweet a ftru£lure ! The impoifoning taint 
O'erfpreads the building wrought with fkill divine, 
And ruins the rich temple to the duft ! 

Was this the countenance, where the world tdmirN 
Features of wit and virtue ? This the face 
Where love triumphed ? and beauty on thefc cheeks, 
A< on a throne, beneath her radiant eyes 
Was feated to advantage; mild, ferene, 
Reflefting rofy light? So fits the fun 
(Fair eye of heaven !) upon a crimfon cloud 
Near the horizon, and with gentle ray 
Smiles lovely round the flcy, till rifing fogs. 
Portending night, with foul and heavy wing 
Involve the golden ftar, and fink him down 
Oppreft with darknefs.— 

On the Death of an Aged and Honoured Reli« 
tive, Mrs. M. W. July 13, 1693, 

T Know the kindred-mind. *Tis ftie, *tis flie; 

■*' Amonor t' e heavenly forms I fee 

The kindred-mind from fielhly bondage free ; 

Chow 
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O how unlike the thing was lately ften 
Groaning and panting on the bed, 
With ghaftly air, and languifti'd head. 
Life on this fide, there the dead, 
While the delaying flefli lay (hivering between. 

Long did the earthv houfe retrain 
In toilfome flavery that etherc.il giii!^ ; 

Pnfon'd her round in walls of pain, 
And twifted cramps and aches with her ch.iln j 
Till by the weight of numerous days oppielt 

The earthy houfe began to reel, 
The pillars trembled, an»l the building fell ; 
The captive foul became her own again : 
Tir'd with the forrows and the cares, 

A tedious train of fourfcoie yems, 
..The prilbncr fmiPd to be relea.l, 
She felt her fetters loofe, anci mounted to her reft. 

Gaze on, my foul, and let a perfect view 

Paint her idea all anew ; 
Rafe out thofe melancholy fhapes of woe 
That hang around the memory, and becloud it Co, 
Come Fancy, come, with eflcnces ivfinM, 

With youthful green, and fpotlefs white; 
Deep be the tin£lure, and the colours bright 
T exprefs the beauties of a naked mind. 

Provide no glooms to form a fliade j 
All things ^bove of varyM light are made. 
Nor can the heavenly piece require a mortal aid. 

U z But 
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But if the features too divine 
Beyond the power of fancy (hine. 
Conceal th' inimitable ilrokes behind a graceful (hrlne. 

Defcribe the faint from head to feet. 
Make all the lines in juft proportion meet ; 
But let her pofturc be 
Filling a chair of high degree ; 
Obferve how near it ftands to the Almighty feat. 

Paint the new graces of her eyes $ 
Frefli in her looks let fprightly youth arife. 
And joys unknown below the (kies. 
Virtue, that lives conceal'd below, 

. And to the bread confined, 
Sits here triumphant on the brow. 
And breaks with radiant glories through 

The features of the mind, 
Exprefs her pafTion ftill.the fame, 

But more divinely fweet j 
Love has an everlafting flame, 
And makes the work complete. 

The painter Mufe with glancing eye 
Obferv'd a manly fpirit nigh*, 

• My grandfather Mr. Thomas Watts had fuch - 
acquaintance with the mathematicks, painting, mu- 
fic, and poefy, &c. as gave him confiderable efteem 
among his contemporaries. He was commander of a 
fliip of war 1656, and by blowing up of the (hip io 
tlie Dutch war he was drowned in his youth. W. 

5 

That 
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That death had long disjoined : 

«« In the fair tablet they (hall ftand 

** United by a happier band :" 
She faidj and fix'd her fight, and drew the manly mind^ 
Recount the years, my fong, (a mournful round !) 

Since he was feen on earth no more : 

He fought in lower feas and drown'd ; 

But victory and peace he found 
On the fuperior (hore. 
There now his tuneful breath in facred fongs 
Employs the European and the Eaftem tongues. 

Let th* awful truncheon and the flute. 

The pencil and the well-known lute. 

Powerful numbers, charming wit, 

And every art and fcience meet, [feet. 

And bring their laurels to his hand, or lay them at his 

'Tis done. What beams of glory fall 

(Rich varnifh of i»Timortal art) 

To gild the bright original ! 
'Tis done. The Mufe has now perform'd her part* 
firing down the piece, Urania, from above. 

And let my Honour and my Love 
Drefs it with chains of gold to hang upon my heart* 



U ^ A Puncr 
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A Funeral Poem on the Death of Thomas 
C u N s T o N, Efq; prefented to the Right 
Honourable the Lady Abney, Lady- May orefs 
of London. 

July 1701. 

M A D A M, 

TT AD I been a comnlon mourner at the funeral of 
-■■ -■• the dear gentleman deceafed, I (hould have la-* 
boured after nriore of art in the following con)po{itioa» 
to fupply the dcfeft of nature, and to feign a forrow } 
but the uncommon condeicenfion of his friend/hip to 
ine, the inward efleem I pay his memory, and the vaft 
and tender fenfe I have of the lofs, make all the me- 
thods of art neediefs, whilft natural grief fupplies more 
than all. 

I had refolved indeed to lament in iighs and iilencei 
and frequently checked the too forward Mufe : but 
the importunity was not to be refifted ; long lines of 
forrow flowed in upon me ere I was aware, wlijlft I 
took many a folitary walk in the garden adjoining to 
his feat at Newington j nor could I free myfelf from 
the crowd of melancholy ideas. Your ladyihip will 
find throughout the poem, that the fair and unfinifbed 
building which he had jufl raifed for himfelf, gave al- 
moft all the turns of mourning to my thoughts 5 for I 
purfuf no other topics of elegy than what my paflion 
and my (cnfes led me to. 

The 
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The poem roves, as my eyes and grief did, from 
one part of the fabrick to the other : It rifes from the 
foundation, falutes the walls, the doors, and the win- 
dows, drops a tear upon the roof, and climbs the tur- 
reti that pleafant retreat, where I promifed myfelf 
manyfweet hours of his converfation ; there my fong 
wanders amongft the delightful fubjefts divine and 
moral, which ufcd to entertain our happy leifure j and 
thence defcends to the fields and the (hady walks, where 
I- fo often enjoyed his pleafing difcourfe j my Ibrrows 
diffufe themfelves there without a limit : I had quite 
forgotten all fcheme and method of writing, till I cor- 
rcft myfelf, and rife to the turret again to lament that 
defolate feat. Now if the critics laugh at the folly of 
the Mufe for taking too much notice of the golden ball, 
let them confider that the meaneft thing that belonged 
to fo valuable a perfon ftill gave fome frefh and doleful 
refle^lions ; And I tranfcribe nature without rule, and 
rcprefent friendfhip in a mourning drefs, abandoned to 
deeped forrow, and with a negligence becoming woe. 
unfeigned. 

Had I dcfigncd a compleat elegy, Madam, on your 
deareft brother, and intended it for public view, I ihould 
have followed the ufual forms of poetry j fo far at Icaft, 
as to fpend fome pages in the chara6^er and praifes of 
the deceafed, and thence have taken occafion to call 
mankind to complain alopd of the univerfal and un- 
fpeakable lofs : But I wrote merely for myfelf as a 
friend of the dead, and to eafe my full foul by breath - 
U 4 ing 
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ing out my ©wn complaints ; I knew his chara£ler and 
virtues Co well, that there was no need to mention them 
while I talked only with myfelf ; for the image of them 
was ever prefent with me, which kept the pain at the 
heart intenfe and lively, and my tears flowing with my 
verfe. 

Perhaps your ladyfhip will expe6l fome divine 
thoughts and facred meditations^ mingled with a fub- 
je6l fo folemn as this is : Had I formed a defign of 
offering it to your hands, I had compofed a more cfarif- 
tian poem j but it was grief purely natural for a death To 
lurprizing that drew all the ftrokes of it, and therefore 
my reflcdions are chiefly of a moral ftrain. Such as it 
is, your ladyfliip requires a copy of it ; but let it not 
touch your foul too tenderly, nor renew your own 
mournings. Receive it, madam, as an offering of love, 
and tears at the tomb of a departed friend, and let it 
abide with you as a witnt fs of that affeflionate refpeft. 
and honour that I bore him ; all which, as your lady- 
ship's moft rightful due, both by merit and by fuc- 
ccilion, is now humbly uflfcred, by. 

Madam, 

Your ladyfliip's moft hearty 

and obedient fervant, 

I. W A T T S. 
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To the dear Mema^'V of my honoured Friend, 
Thomas Gunston, Efq; 

Who died Nov. 11, 1700, when he had juft finiflied 
his Seat at Newington. 

/^F blafted hopes, and of (hort withering joys, 

^^ Sing, heavenly Mufe. Try thine ethereal voice 

In funeral numbers and a doleful fong ; 

Gunfton the juft, the generous, and the young, 

Gunllon the friend is dead. O cnnpty name 

Of earthly blifs ! 'tis all an airy dream. 

All a vain thought ! Our foaiing fancies rife 

On treacherous wings ! and hopes that touch the (kiet 

Drag but a longer ruin through the downward air. 

And plunge the falling joy ftill deeper in defpair. 

How did our fouls (land flattered and prepared 
To (hout him welcome to the feat he rear'il ! 
There the dear man ihould fee his hopes complete, 
Smiling, and tailing every lawful fweet 
That peace and plenty brings, while numerous years 
Circling delightful playM around the fpheres : 
Revovling funs (hould dill renew his ftrength. 
And draw the uncommon thread to an unufual length. 
But hally fate thrufts her dread ihears between. 
Cuts the young life off, and fhuts up the fcene. 
Thus airy Pleafure dances in our eyes. 
And fpreads falfe images in fair difguife, 

T' 
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T* allure our fouls, till juft within our arms 
The viHon dies, and all the painted <. harms 
Flee quick away from the purfuing fight, 
Till they are loft.in (hades, and mingle with the night 

Mufe, ftretch thy wings, and thy fad journey bei 
To the fair Fabrick that thy dyijog friend 
Built namelefs : 'twill fuggeft a thoufand things 
Mournful and foft as my Urania fmgs. , 

How did he lay the deep Foundations ftrong. 
Marking the bounds, and rear the Walls aloog 
Solid and lailing; there a numerous train 
Of happy Gunftons might in pleafure reign. 
While nations perifh, and long ages run. 
Nations unborn> and ages unbegun : 
Not time itfelf (hould wafte the bleft eftate, 
Nor the tenth race rebuild the ancient feat. 
How fond our fancies are ! The founder dies 
Childlefs; his fitters weep and clofe his eyes. 
And wait upon his heaife with never-ceafing cries. 
Lofty and (low it moves to meet the tomb, 
While weighty fonow nods on every plume ; 
A thoufand groans his dear remains convey. 
To his cold lodging in a bed of clay, 
His country's facied tears well-watering all the way. 
See the dull wheels roll on the fable road \ 
But no dear fon to tread ilie mournful load, 
And fv:>ndly kind drop his young forrows there. 
The father's urn bedewing with a filial tear, 

01 
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O had he left us One behind, to play 
Wanton about the painted HalJ, and fay, 
*' This was my father's," with innpatie|)t joy 
In my fond arms I 'd clafp the fmiling boy. 
And call him ray young friend : but awful fate, 
DcfignM the mighty ftroke as lafting as 'twas great. 

And muft this building then, this coftly frame, 
Stand Irere for ftrangers ? Muft feme unknown name, - 
Poflfefs thefe Rooms, the labours of my friend ? 
Why were thefe walls raisM for this haplefs end ? 
Why thefe Apartments all adorn \1 fo gay ? 
Why his rich fancy laviihM thusaway? 
Mufe, view the Paintings, how the hovering light 
Plays o*er the colours in a wanton flight. 
And mingled fliades wrought in by foft degrees. 
Give a fweet foil to all the charrhing piece ; 
But night, eternal night, hangs black around 
The difnial chambers of the hollow ground. 
And folid fhades "unminglcd round his bed 
Stand hideous : Earthy fogs embrace his head, 
And noifome vapours glide along his face 
Rifing perpetual. Mufe, forfake the place, 
Flee the raw damps of the unwholefome clay. 
Look to his airy fpacious Hall, and fay, 
** How has he changM it for a lonefome cave, 
** ConfinM and crowded in a narrow giave '/' 

Th' unhappy houfe, looks defohte and mourns, 
And every door groans doleful as it turns j 

The 
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The pillars languifh ; and each lofty wall 
Stately in grief, laments the matter's fall. 
In drops of briny dew ; the fabrick bears 
His faint refemblance, and renews my tears. 
Solid and fquare it rifes from below : 
A noble air without a gaudy fhow 
Keigns through the model, and adorns the wholei 
Manly and plain. Such was the builder'*s foul, 

O how I love to view the (lately frame, 
That dear memorial of the beft lovM name ! 
Then could I wifh for fome prodigious cave 
Vaft as his feat, and filent as his grave, 
Where the tall (hades ftrctch to the hideous roof. 
Forbid the day, and guard the fun-beams ofFj 
Thither, my willing feet, (hould ye be drawn 
At the grey twilight,^ and the early dawn. 
There fweetly fad (hould my foft minutes roll, • 
Numbering the forrows of my drooping foul. 
But thefe arc airy thoughts ! fubilantial grief 
Grows by thofe objefts that fhould yield relief j 
Fond of my woes, I heave my eyes around. 
My grief from every profp^ft courts a wound ; 
Views the green gardens, views the fmiling (kics, 
Still my heart finks, and (till my cares arife j 
My wandering feet round the fair manfion rove. 
And there to footh my forrows I indulge my love. 

Oft have I laid the awful Calvin by. 
And the fweet Cowley, with impatient eye 



Tt 
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To fee thofe walls, pay the fad vifit there. 
And drop the tribute of an hourly tear t 
Still I behold fome melancholy fccne, 
With many a pen five thought, and many a figh between. 
Two days ago we took the evening air, 
I, and my gi'ief, and my Urania there ; 
Say, my Urania, how the weftern fun 
Broke from black clouds, and in full glory ^one 
Gilding the roof, then dropt into the fea. 
And fudden night devoured the fweet remains of day j 
Thus the bright youth juft rear'd his (hining head 
From bbfcure fhades of life, and funk among the dead* 
The rifmg fun adorn'd with all his light 
Smiles on tbefe walls again : but endlefs night 
Reigns uncontrol'd where the dear Gunfton lies. 
He 's fet for ever, and muft never rife. 
Then why thcfe beams, unfeafonable ftar, 
Thcfe lightfome fmilcs defcending from afar. 
To greet a mourning houfe ? In vain the day 
fireaks through the windows with a joyful ray. 
And marks a (bining path along the floors 
Bounding the evening and the morning hours ; 
In vain it bounds them : while vaft emptinefs 
And hollow filence reigns through all the place. 
Nor heeds the chearful change of nature^s face. 
Yet nature's wheels will on without control. 
The fun will rife, the tuneful fphcres will roll. 
And the two nightly Bears walk round and watch | 
the pole. 

Sec 
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See while I fpeak, high on her fable wheel 
Old night advancing climbs the eaftern hill : 
Troops of dark clouds prepare her way 5 behold, 
How their brown pinions edg'd with evening gold 
Spread fhadowing o'er the hoiife, and glide away 
Slowly purfuing the declining day ; 
O'er the broad Roof they fly their circuit ftill. 
Thus days before they did, and days to come they will | 
But the black cloud that fhadows o'er his eyes. 
Hangs there unmoveable, and never flies : 
Fain would I bid the envious gloom be gone 5 J 

Ah fruitlefs wifh ! how are his curtains drawn V 

For a long evening that defpairs the dawn ! J 

Mufe, view the Turret : juft beneath the fkies 
Lonefome it ftands, and fixes my fad eyes, 
As it would a(k a tear. O facred feat 
Sacred to friendfhip ! O divine retreat ! 
Here did I hope my happy hours t" employ. 
And fed before-hand on the promis'd joy, 
When weary of the noify town, my friend 
From mortal cares retiring, (hould afcend 
And lead me thither. We alone would fit 
Free and fecure of all intnuling feet : 
Our thoughts (hould ftretch their longeft wings, and rife, 
Nor bound their foarings by the lower ikies : 
Our tongues fliould aim at everlafting themes. 
And fpeak what mortals dare, of all the names 
Of boundlefs joys and glories, thrones and feats . 
Built high in heaven for fouls : We *d trace the ftreets 

Of 
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Of golden pavement, walk each blifsful field. 
And climb and tafte the fruits the fpicy mountains yield t 
Then would we fwear to keep the facred road, 
And walk right upwards to that bieft abode : 
We 'd charge our parting fpirits there to raeetj 
There hand in hand approach th* Almighty feat. 
And bend our heads adoring at our Maker^s feet 
Thus (hould we mount on bold adventurous wings 
In high difcourfe, and dwell on heavenly things, 
While the pleas'd hours in fweet fucceflion move. 
And minutes meafur'd, as they are above. 
By cver-cirling joys, and ever-lhining love. 



t. I 

feat, > 
feet. 3 
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Anon our thoughts fhould lower their lofty flight. 
Sink by degrees, and take a pleafing fight, 
A large round profpe£l of the fpreading plain. 
The wealthy river, and his winding train. 
The fmoky city, and the bufy men. 
How we fhould fmile to fee degenerate worms 
Lavifli their lives, and fight for airy forms 
Of painted honour, dreams of empty found 
Till envy rife, and (hoot a (econd wound 
At fwelling glory, ftrait the bubble breaks. 
And the fccnes vanifh, as the man awakes ; 
Then the tall titles infolent and proud 
Sink to the duft, and mingle with the crowd. 

Man is a reftlefs thing : Still vain and wild. 
Lives beyond fixty, nor outgrows the child : 

Hit 



Another tribe toil in a different ftrife, 
Andbanifh all the lawful fweets of life. 
To fweat and dig for gold, to hoard the or 
Hide the dear duft yet darker than before. 
And never dare to ufe a grain of al] the ftoj 

Happy the man that knows the value juft 
Of earthly things, nor is enflavM to duft, 
'Tis a rich gift the fkies but rarely fend 
To favourite fouls* Then happy thou, my 
For thou hadft learnt to manage and comm; 
The wealth that heaven beftow*d with liber: 
Hence this fair ftrudture rofe ; and hence th 
Made to invite my not unwilling feet : 
In vain 'twas made 1 for we (hall never meei 
And fmile, and love, and blefs each other ] 
The envious tomb forbids thy face t' appeal 
Detains thee, Gunfton, from my longing ey 
And all my hopes lie buiy d, where my Gu 
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Yc flighted nymphs, who on the bridal bed 
Clafp'd in your arms your lovers cold and dead^ 
Come ; in the j>omp of all your wild defpair. 
With flowing eye>lids, and diforderM hair. 
Death in your looks ; come, mingle grief with me, 
And drown your little ftreamc in my unbounded fea« 

You facred mourners of a nobler mold, 
Bom for a friend, whofe dear embraces hold 
Beyond all nature^s ties ; you that have known 
Two happy fouls made intimately One, 
And fdt a parting ftroke : *Ti8 you muft tell 
The fmart, the twinges, and the racks I fe^l : 
This foul of mine that dreadful wound has bome^ 
Off from its fide its deareft half is torn, 
The reft lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn. 
Oh infmitci diftrefs ! fuch raging grief . 
Should comhiand pity, and defpair relief. 
Pftffion, methinks, ihould rife from all my groans» 
GKe fenfe to rocks, and fympathy to ftones* 

Ye duiky Woods and echoing Hills around^ 
Repeat my cries with a perpetual found t 
Be all ye flowery Vales with thorns overgrown, 
Aflift my forrows, and declare your own j 
Alas ! your lord is dead. The humble plain 
Muft ne^er receive hit courteous feet again : 
Mourn, ye gay fmiling meadows, and be feen 
In wintery robes, inflead of youthful green $ 
And bid the Brook, that ftill runs warbling by, 
Move £lcnt on, and weep his ufelefs channel dry. 

X Hither 
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Hither methinks the lowing herd Hiould come. 
And moaning turtles nrnrjnur o>r hit tomb t 
The oak (hall wither, and the curling vine 
Weep his young life out, while his arms untwim 
Their amorous foldsi and mix hit bleeding foul ^ 

miBe. 
Ye ftately elms, in your long order moum* ) 
Strip off your pride, to drefii your mafter^t urn i 
Here gently drop your leaves inftead of tears s 
Ye elms, the reverend growth of ancient years^ 
Stand tall and naked to the bluflering rage 
Ot the mad winds ; thus it becomes your age 
To ihcw your furrows. Often ye have ken 
Our heads reclinM upon the rifmg green i 
beneath your facred (hade diffused we lay, 
Hei*e friend/hip reign'd with an unbounded fwayi 
Hither our fouls their coniUnt offerings brought, 
The burthens of the breall, and labours of the thou 
Our opening bofoms on the confcious ground 
Spread all the forrows and the joys we found,^ 
And mingled every care ; nor was it known 
Which of the pains and pleafures were our own ; 
Then with an equal hand and honeft foul 
We fhare the heap, yet both poflefs the whole, 
And all the pafFions there through both our bofoms ro 
By turns we comfort, and by turns complain. 
And bear and eafe by turns the fympathy of piin. 

* There was a long row of tall elms then ftar 
«rhere fome years after the lower garden was made 

Friendi 
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Friendship ! myfterious thing, what magic powers 
Support thy fway, and charm thefe minds of ours ^ 
Sound to thy foot we boaft our birth-right ftlll. 
And dream of freedom, when we 've loft our will. 
And cbangM away our fouls : At thy command. 
We fnatch new miferies from a foreign hand. 
To call them ours 5 and, thoughtlefs of our eafc, 
Plague the dear felf that we were born to pleafc. 
Thou tyrannefs of minds, whofe cruel throne 
Heap on poor mortals forrows not their own 5 
As though our mother nature could no more 
Find woes fufficient for each fon flie bore, 
Friendihip divides the (hares, and lengthens out the 

(lore. 
Vet we are fond of thine imperious reign. 
Proud of thy flavery, wanton in our pain. 
And chide the courteous hand when death di(£}]ves 
the chain. 



} 
} 



Virtue, forgive the thought ! the raving Mufe 
Wild and defpairing knows not what /he does. 
Grows mad in grief, and in her favage hours 
Affronts the name (he loves and flie adores. 
She is thy votarefs too; and at thy ftirine, 
O facred Friend Qiip, offerM longs divine, 
While Gunfton liv'd, and both our fouls were thine 
Here to thefe fliades at folemn hours we came. 
To pay devotion with a mutual flame, 
Partners in blifs. Sweet luxury of the mind ! 
And fwcet the aids of fcnfe ! Each ruder wind 

X » Slept 
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Slept in its caverns, while an evening breeze 
Fann'd the leaves gently, fporting through the trees 
The linnet and the lark their vefpersiung, 
And clouds of crimfon o'er th' horizon hung 5 
The flow-declining fun with floping wheels 
Sunk down the golden day behind the wefteru bills. 

Mourn, ye young gardens, y€ unfini(h*d gates^ 
Yc green inclofures, and ye growing fwects. 
Lament ; for yc our midnight hours have known, 
And watchM us walking by the fdcnt moon 
In conference divine, while heavenly fire 
Kindling our breads did all our thoughts inspire 
"With joys almoft immortal 5 then our zeal 
BIaz*d and burnt high to reach th' ethereal hill. 
And love refined, like that above the poles. 
Threw both our arms round one another^t fouls 
In rapture and embraces. Oh forbear. 
Forbear, my fong ! this is too much to hear. 
Too dreadful to repeat ; fuch joys as t&eft 
Fled from the earth for ever !— - 

Oh for a general grief ! let all things (hare 
Our woes, th«t knew our loves : The neighbouring 
Let it be laden with immortal iighs, 
And tell the gales, that eveiy breath that filet 
Over thefe fields (hould murmur and complain. 
And kifs the fading grafs, and propagate the pain. 
'Weep all ye buildings, and the groves around 
Foi- ever weep : this is an endlefs wound, 

\ 
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Vaft and incurable. Ye buildings kntw 
His (liver tonjs^ue, ye groves have heard it too : 
At that dear found no more (hail ye rejoice. 
And I no more muft hear the charming voice : 
Woe to my drooping foul ! that heavenly breath. 
That could fpeak life, lies now congealM in death} 
While op his folded lips all cold and pale 
Eternal chains and heavy filenct dwell. 

Yet my fond hope would hear him fpealc again. 
Once more at leaft, one gentle word, and then 
Gunflon aloud J call : In vain I cry 
Guniion aloud $ for he muft ne^er reply. 
In vain I mourn, and drop tbefe funeral tears. 
Death and the grave have neither eyes nor ears : 
Wandering I tune my forrows to the groves, 
And vent my fwelling griefs, and tell the winds our loves j 
While the dear youth deeps faft, and hears them not s 
He hath forgot me t In the lonefome vault 
Mindlefs of Watts and Friend (hip, cold he lies 
Deaf and unthinking clay. 

But'whither am I led ? This artlefs grvef 
Hurries the Mufe on, obftinate and deaf 
To all the nicer rules, and bears hei- down 
From the tall fabrick to the neighbouring ground : 
The pleafing hours, the happy moments pad 
In thefe fweet fields reviving on my tafte 
Snatch me away rcliillefs with impetuous hade. 

X s Spread 
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The winds falute it whiftling as they fly. 

Or jarnng round the windows ; nttling ihowera 

LaHi the fair fides ; abofe^ loud thunder roars j 

But ftill the mafter fleeps ; nor hears the voice 

Of facrcd friendfliip, nor the tcmpeft*$ noife i 

An iron flumbcr fits on every fenfe. 

In vain the heavenly thunders ftrive to rouze it t 

One labour more, my Muf(^ the golden Sph< 
Seems to demand : See through the duflcy air 
Downward it (bines upon the rifiog moon $ 
And, as fhe laboui*s up to reach her noon, 
Purfues her orb with repercuifive light. 
And dreaming gold repays the paler beams of n 
But not one ray can reach the darkfome grave. 
Or pierce the folid gloom that fills the cave 
Where Gunflon dwells in death. Behold it £an 
Like fome new meteor with diffufive beams 
Through the mid-heaven, and overcomes the ftai 
*< So fhines thy Gunfton^s foul above the fpheres; 

'Ranhapl rf>rk1ip4. nnt\ tjvin^s Awav mv tears. 



LYRIC POEMS, Boot: m. jit 

*' All heaven embracM him with immortal love« 

** And fung hit welcome to the courts above. 

*' Gentle Ithuriel led him round the (kiesy 

'< Th^ buildings ftrvck him with munetfe furpriic { 

** The fpires all radiant, and the manfions bright, 

** The roof high-vaulted with ethereal ligfct : 

** Beauty and ftrangth on the tall bulwarks (ate 

*< In heavenly diamond $ and for every gate 

" On golden binges a broad ruby turns, 

«< Guards off the foe, and as it moves it bums j 

*< Millions of glories reign through every part; 

*f Infinite power, and uncreated art^ 

*' Stand here difplay'd, and to the flranger ihow 

<* How it out-ihines the nobleft feats below. 

** The ftranger fed his gazing powers awhile 

•« Tranfportcd : Then, with a regardlcfs fmile, 

** GlancM his eye downward through the crylbl floor* 

<' And took eternal leave of what he built before.** 

Now, fair Urania, leave the doleful fbain i 
Raphael commands : Affune thy |oy$ agaia* 
In everlafting numbers fing, and fay, 
«* Gunfton has mov*d his dwelling to the realms of day . 
<< Gunfton the friend lives ftill < And give thy groani 
« away/' 



} 
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An ELEGY on Mr. THOMAS GOUGE. 
To Mr. Arthur Shallet, Merchant, 
Worthy Sir, ^ 

'T* HTE Aibje^l of the following elegy was high in 
-■• your efteem, and enjoyed a large ihare of your 
aifc5Uons. Scarce doth his memory need the afOftance 
•f the Mufe to make it perpetual ; but when (he can at 
ence pay her honours to the venerable dead, and by 
this addrefs acknowledge the favours (he has received 
from the living, it is a double pleasure to, 

SIR, 

Your obliged humble fenrant, 

I. W A T T S. 

To the Memory pf the Rev**. Mr Thomas 
Gr u G B, who <iied Jan. Sth^ i«|«. 

ykTE virgin fouls^ whofe fweet complaint 
* Could teach Euphrates • not to 'flow. 
Could Sion's ruin fo divinely paint, 

Array'd in beauty and in woe t 

Awake, ye virgin fouls, to mourn. 
And with your tuneful furrows drcla a proph>f s um. 

• Pfal. 137. Lament, i. », 3. 

OcottU 
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O could my lips or flowing eyes 
But imitate fuch charming grief, 
I M teach the feai , and teach the ikies, 
Waiiings, and fobs, and fympathies. 
Nor fhould the ftones or rocks be deaf; 
Rocks (hall have eyes, and ftones have ears, 
While Gouge^s death is mournM in melody and tears. 

Heaven was impatient of our crimes, 

Andtfent his minifter of death 
To fcourge the bold rebellion of the times,' 
And to demand our prophet^s brtoth ; 

He came ^ommiflSonM for the Fates 

Of awful Mead, ami charming Bates | ; 

There he cflay'd the vengeance firft. 
Then took a difmal aim, and brought great Gouge to duft. 

Great Gouge to duft * how doleful is the found ! 
How vaft the ftroke is ! and how wide the wound ! 

Oh painful ftroke! diftrefling death I 
A wound unmeafurably wide 
. No vulgar mortal dy*d 
When he redgn'd his breath. 
The Mufe t\iat mourns a nation's fall. 
Should wait at Gouge's funeral, 
Should mingle majefty. and groans, 
S\ich as (he fings to finking thrones. 
And in deep founding numbers tell. 
How Sion trembled^ when this pillar fell. 

Sion 
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Sion grows weak, and England poor« 
Nature herfelf, with all her ftore» 
Can fumifti (ucb a pomp for death no more 

The reverend man let all things mourn i 
Sure he was fome a^thereal mind^ 
F^ted in fieih to be confin*d» 
And order'd to be born. 
His foul was of th* angelic frame. 
The fame ingredients, and the mold the fai 
When the Creator makes a minifter of fiana 

He was all formM of heavenly things. 
Mortals, believe what my Urania iings, 
For fhe has fcen him rife upon his flamy wij 

How would he mount, how would be fly 
Up through the ocean of the iky, 

Tow'rd the celeftial coaft ! 
With what amazing fwiftnefs (bar 
Till earth's dark ball was fetn no more. 
And all its mountains loft ! 
Scarce could the Mufe purfuc him with her 
But, angels, you can tell. 
For oft you met his wondrous flight. 

And knew the ftrangcr well ; 
Say, how he paft the radiant fpheres. 
And vifited your happy feats. 
And trac'd the well-known turning* of tbeec 
And walked among the liars » 
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Tell how he climVd the everlafting hills 

Surveying all the realms abov«". 
Borne on a ftrong- wingM faith, and on the fiery wheclt 
Of an immortal love. 
'Twas there he took a glorious (ight 
Of the inheritance of faints in light. 
And read their title in their Saviour's right. 
How oft the humble fcholar came, 
And to your fongs he rais'd his cart 
To learn th' unutterable name, 
To view th' eternal bafe that bears. 

The new creation's frame. 
THp countenance of God he faw. 
Full of mercy : full of awe, , 

The glories of his power, and glories of his gfacci 
There he beheld the wondrous fprings 

Of thofe celedial facred things, 
The peaceful gofpel, and the iiei7 law 

In that majeftic face. 
That face did all his gazing powers employ. 
With moft proi'ound abafement and exalted jajj. 
The rolls of fate were half unfeal'd, 

He flood adoj'ing by ; 
The volume open*d to bis eye. 
And fweet intelligence he held 
With all his (hining kindred of the (ky. 

Ye feraphs that furround the throne, 
Tell how his name was through the palace known. 
How warm his zeal was, and how like your own : 

Speak 



3i6 WATTS'S POEMS. 

Speak it nloiid, let half the nation hear. 
And bold blafpheiners ihrink and fear • : 

Impudent tongues ! to blaft a prophet"! name f 

The poifon fure was fetch'd fronn hell. 
Where the old bhfphemers dwell. 

To taint the pureft duft, and blot the whiteft fame ! 

Impudent tongues ! You Hiould be darted through, 
NaiPd to your own black mouths, and lie 
Ufelefs and dirad till flander die. 
Till (lander die with you, 

«« We faw him, faid th' ethereal throngs, 

<« We faw his warm devotions rife, 

«< We heard the fervour of his cries, 

«» And mix'd his praifes with our fong t 
•< We knew the fecret flights of his retiring hours, 

«< Nightly he wak'd his inward powers, 
" Young Ifrael rofe to wreftleWith his God, 
** And >vith unconqijier'd force fcaKd the celeftial towen, 
«* To reach the bleflWig down €or thofe that fought his 
«« blood. 

<* Oft we beheld the thundercr's hand 

*' RaisM high to crufh the fa^ious foe $ 
** As oft we faw the rolling vengeance (hind 

«* Doubtful t' obey the dread command, 
•« While his afcending prayer upheld the fallitig blow/* 

Draw the paft fcenes of thy delight, 
My Mufe, and bring the wondrous man to fight. 

• Though he. was fo great and good a man, he did 
«ot efcape cenfure. 

Place 
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place him furrounded as he flood 

With pious crowds, while from his tongue 
A ftrcam of harrnony ran foft along. 
And every year di*ank in the flowing good : 

Softly it ran its filvcr way, 
Till warm devotion raised the current (Irong: 
Then fervid zeal on the fweet deluge rode. 

Life, love and glory, grace and joy. 
Divinely roird promifcuous on the torrent-flood. 
And bore our raptur*d fenfe away, and thoughts and 
fouls to God. 

O might we dwell for ever there ! 
No more return to breathe this groflcr air, 
This atmofphere of fm, calamity^ and caie. 

But heavenly fcenes foon leave the fight 

While we belong to clay, 
Pafllons of terror. and delight. 

Demand alternate fway. 

Behold the man, whofe awful voice 

Could well proclaim the fiery law. 

Kindle the flames that Mofes faw. 

And fwell the trumpet's warlike noife. 
He ftands the herald of the threatening fkies, 
Lo, on his reverend brow the frowns divinely rife. 
All Sinai's thunder on his tongue, and lightning ia 
eyes. 

Round the high roof the curfes flew 

Diftinguifhing each guilty head, 
Far from th' unequal wai* the atheift fled. 

His 
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His kindled aiTows ftill purfue. 

His arrows (Irike thevatheift through^ 
And o'er his inmoft powers a (huddering horror fpreac 
The marble heart groans with an inward wound j 

Blafpheming fouls of hardenM fteel 
Shriek out amaz'd at the new pangs they feci. 

And dread the echoes of the found. 

The lofty wretch arm^d and array'd 
In gaudy pride iinks down his impious head. 
Plunges in dark defpair, and mingles with the dead 

Now, Mufe, aflfume a fofter ftrain» 

Now footh the finner's raging fmart. 

Borrow of Gouge the wondrous art 
To calm the furgingconfcience, and aflwage the pain 

He from a bleeding God derives 

Life for the fouls that guilt had (lain, 

Ard ftrait the dying rebel lives. 
The dead arife again ; 

The opening (kies almoft obey 

His powerful fong 5 a heavenly ray 
Awakes defpair to light, and (hcds a chearful day. 

His wondrous voice rolls back the fpheres. 

Recalls the fccnes of ancient ycai-s, 
To make the Saviour known ; 

Sweetly the 6ying charmer roves 

Through all his labours and his loves. 
The anguifh of his crofs, and triumphs of his throne 

Come, he invites our feet to try 
The ftoep afccnt of Calvary, 
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And fcts the fatal tree before our eye ; 
See here celeftial forrow reigns 5 
Rude nails and ragged thorns lay by, 
Ting'd with the crlmfon of redeeming veins. 
In wondrous words he fung the vital flood 
Where all our fins were drown'd. 
Words fit to heal and fit to wound. 
Sharp as the fpear, and balmy as the blood. 
In his difcourfe divine 
Afrefli the purple fountain flowM j 
Our fjdling tears kept fympathetic time, 
And trickled to the ground, 
While eveiy accent gave a doleful found. 
Sad as the breaking heart-ftrings of th^ expiring God. 

Down to the manfions of the dead. 
With trembling joy our fouls are led. 

The captives of his tongue ; 
There the dear prince of light reclines his head 

Darknefs and (hades among. 
With pleafing horror we furvey 

The caverns of the tomb, 
Where the belov'd Redeemer lay. 

And fhed a fweet perfume. 
Hark, the old earthquake roars again 
In Gouge's voice, and breaks the chain 
Of heavy death, and rends the tombs : 
The rifing God ! he comes, he comes. 
With throngs of waking faints, a long triumphing train. 
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See the bright fqiiadrons of the iky. 
Downward on wings of joy and hafte they fly, 
Meet their returning fqvereign, and attend him high. 
A ihining car the conquerer fills, 
FormM of a golden cloud 5 
Slowly the pomp moves up the azure hills. 

Old Satan foams and yells aloud, 
And gnaws th* eternal brafs that binds him to the wheels. 
The opening gates cf blifs receive their King, 

The Father-God fmiles on his Son, 
Pays him the honours he has won. 
The lofty thrones adore, and little cherubs (ing. 
Behold him on his native throne^ 
(7 lory fits fad upon his head } 
Drefs'd in new light, and beamy robes, 
His hand rolls-on the feafons, and the ihining globes, 
And fways the living worlds, and regions of the dead* 

Gouge was his envoy to the realm belovr, 
Vad was his truft, and great his (kill. 
Bright the credentials he could (how. 

And thoufands ownM the feal. 
His hallow'd lips could well impart 
The grace, the promife, and command s 
Ho knew the pity of Immanuel's heart. 
And terrors of Jehovah's hand. 
How did our fouls llart out, to hear 
Tlie embaifies of love he bare, 
While every car in rapture hung 
U]^»on the cliarming wonders of his tongue I 

5 Life's 
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Life ^s bufy cares a facred filence bound. 

Attention ftood with all her powers. 

With fixed eyes and awe profound. 

Chained to the pleafure of the found. 

Nor knew the flying hours. 

But O my everlafting grief ! 
Heaven has recallM his envoy from our eyec. 

Hence deluges of forrow rife. 

Nor hope th' impoffible relief. 

Ye remnants of the facred tribe 

Who feel the lofs, come (hare the fmart, 
And mix your groans with mine : 

Where is the tongue that can defcribe 

Infinite things with equal art. 
Or language fo divine ? 

Our pafiions want the heavenly flame. 
Almighty Love breathes faintly in our fongs. 
And awful threatenings languifh on our tongues 5 

Howe is a great but'fmgle name : 
Amidft the crowd he ftands alone j 
Stands yet, but with his ftarry pinions on, 
Drefl for the flight, and ready to be gone. 

Eternal God, command his flay. 

Stretch the dear months of his delay ; 
O we could wifh his age were one immortal day ! 

But when the flaming chariot 's come. 
And (hining guards, t' attend thy prophet home, 

Amidft a thoufand weeping eyes. 
Send an Eliflia down, a foul of equal fize. 
Or bum this worthlefs globe, and take us to the (kies. 
Y DIVINE 
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PREFACE, 

To all that are concerned in the Education of 
Children. 

My Friends, 

TT 18 an awful and important charge that is committed 
•■' to you. The wifdoro and welfare of the fucceeding 
generation are intrufted with you beforehand, and de- 
pend much on your conduft. The feeds of mifery or 
happinefs in this world, and that to come, are often- 
times fown very early 5 and therefore whatever may 
conduce to give the minds of children a relilh for vir- 
tue and religion, ought, in the firft place, to be pro- 
pofed to you. 

Verfe was at firft defigned for the fervice of God, 
though it hath been wretchedly abufed fince. The an- 
cients, among the Jews and the Heathens, taught their 
children and difciples the precepts of morality and wor- 
ihip in verfe. The children of Ifrael were commanded 
to tearn the words of the fong of Mofes, Deut. xxxi. 
19, 30. and we are directed in the New Tcftament, 
not only to fing ** with grace in the heart, but to teach 
^nd admoniHi one another by hymns and fongs,"' Ephef. 
V. 19. And there are thefe four advantages in it. 

I. There is a great delight in the very learning gf 

truths and duties this way. There is I'gmething fo 

Y 3 ajnuiJng 
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amufing and entertaining in rhymes and metre, tlisit 
will incline children to make this part of their bufinefi 
a dtivfcrfion* And you may turn tmr very xluty Sto a 
rewafd, by giving them the privilege of leammg one of 
thefe Songs every week, if they fulfil the bufifipi»<^f ti|t 
week well, and promifing them the book itfelf, wnca 
they have learnt ten or twenty fongs out of it, 

II. What is learnt in verfe, is longer let&iaed ia 
memory, and fooner recolledlcd. The Kke founds, and 
the like number of fyllabJcs, exceedrngty aflift the ril^ 
membrance. And it ftiay offeti baj^n, tkat ibt enl 
of a foftg ninfiiifig In the mind, ffldy \sc Mi €tMhd 
Ineahs to keep off fome temptations, or to lAdine t# 
fome duty, wlien a word of fcripture is riot upbn 'Aeit 
thoughts. 

III. This will be a conftant furniture Tor the minSs 
of children, that they may have fdtoething to think upon 
when alone, and fing over -to themfelves. ' This may 
fometimes give their thoughts a divine tiiro, and raifea 
young meditation. Thus they will not be forced to 
ieek relief for an emptinefs of mind, out of the loo(e 
and dangefous fonnets 6f the age. 

IV. Theie Divine Songs may be a pleafaxit and proper 
matter for their daily or weekly worfhip, to (ing one 
in the family, at fuch time as the parents or governors 
ihall appoint ; and therefore I hav« confined the verfe 
to the moil ufual pfalm tunes. 

The greateil part of this little book was compofed 

Several years ago, at the requeft of a frieadj who has 

7 beei 
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been long engaged in the work of catechifing a very great 
number of children of ail kinds, and with abundant (kill 
and Aicc^Af. So tha( yoy will And hfre«ot^Uiglhat fa- 
vour^ of * party : The dlildreit of hi^h ind low^de^e, 
of the church of England or Diflenters, baptifed in infancy, 
or not, may all join together in ttiefe (ongs. And as I 
have endeavoured to fink the language to the level of a 
child^s u^dtrflfanding^ and yet ta.keee it^ if pofliblcy 
above cmftemptt ^^ ^ h^defignecf-to prcrfit 'ml, if 
poffible, and offend none. I hope tiie more general the 
ienfe is, thefe compoAires may be of the more univerfal 
ufe and fervice. 

I have added at the en^; fome attempts of Sonnets 
on Moral Subjedls, for children, with an air of plea* 
fantry, tti t(n>vokt fbilM flttef pen to write a little book 
of them. 

May the Airaighty God make you faithful iri ^bi| 
important work of education § may be fucceed your 
cares with his abundant grace, that the rifing generation 
of Great Britain may be a glor/ amongthe nations, a 
pattern to the chriftian world, and a bleffrng to tbt 
earth* ^ 
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SONG L 
A general Song ofPraife to God. 

TTOW glorious is our heavenly King, 
"■• ■*• Who reigns above the (ky ! 
How fhall a child prefume to (ing 
His dreadful niajefty } 

How great his power is, none can tell. 

Nor think how large his grace ; 
Not men below, ,nor faints that dwell 

On high before his face. 

Not angels that ftand round the Lord, 

Can iearch his fecret will ? 
But they perform his heavenly word. 

And fmg his praifes ItilL 

3 Thei 
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Then let me join this holy train. 

And my firft offerings bring { 
Th* eternal God 9Mrill not difdain 

To hear an infant fing. 

My heart refolves^' my fy>ngue obeys. 

And angels ihall rejoice. 
To hear their mighty Mak^r*s praife :. 

Sound fjx>m a feeble voice. . ; 

S O N G ir. 

Prdfe for Creation and Providence* 

T Sing th' almighty power of God, 
•^ That made the mountains rife. 
That fpread the flowing feas abroad. 
And built the lofty ikies. 

I fmg the wifdom that ordained 

The fun to rule the day $ 
The moon (hines full at his command. 

And all the ftars obey. 

I fing the goodnefs of the Lord, 

That fillM the earth with food } 
He formM the creatures with his word. 

And then pronounced them good. 

Lord, how thy wonders are difplay'd. 

Where'er I turn mine eye I 
If I furvey the ground I tread. 

Or gaae upon the iky I 

There > 



There *s not a plant ^it&mir Motr, ' 

But makes thy glories kn^ws ^ 
And clouds arife, andtempeftt'iblovi^ 
By order from thy throne. 

Creatures (as nuMi^s iui tlife^ be) 

Are fob j eft to thy care i 
There ''s not a plate "^rhtfre we can flee^ 

But God is prefent thefe. 

In heaven he (hinet with beams o£ love. 

With wrath in hell beneath ! 
*Tis on* hh Hierth I ftand or more^ 

And ^tis his air I breathe. « 

His hand is my perpettial guiMlf 

He keeps me wtfh hffs eye : 
Why ihould I then forget the Lord, 

Who is for ever nigh? 

s o N G m, 

Praife to God for our Redehi|itic»li. 
LEST be the wifdom and the power. 



B 



The juftice and the grabe. 
That join'd in oounfbl to reftbre. 
And fave our ruin*d race. 

Our father ate forbidden fruit. 

And from his glory fell | 
And we his children thas were brought 

To death, and near to helL • 



Bid 
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5 O N G V. 

Fraife for Birth and Education in a Chnftian Land, 

GREAT God, to thcc my voice I raifc. 
To thee my youngeft hours belong } 
I would begin my life with praife. 
Till growing years improve the fong, 

'Tis to thy fovereign grace I owe 
That I was bom on Britiih ground j 
Where ftreams of heavenly mercy flow. 
And words of fweet falvation found. 

I would not change my native lUnd 
For rich Peru with all her gold t 
A nobler prize lies in my hand. 
Than Eaft or Weftern Indies hold. 

How do I pity thofe that dwell 
Where ignorance and darknefs reigns.! 
They know no heaven, fhey fear no hell, 
Thofe endlefs joys, thofe endlefs pains. 

Thy glorious promifes, O Lord, ^ 
Kindle my hopes and my defu« ; 
While all the preachers of thy word 
Warn me to 'fcape eternal fire. 

Thy praife (hall ftill employ my breath, • 

Since thou haft markM my way to heaven { 
Nor will I runHhe road to death. 
And wafte the bleflings tliou haft given. 

SONG 
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5 N C Vt 
Praldi fcr tke GosxBt. 

•*-^ And QQt ti^ ^^^n£f ^s 9^1}^ <ia> 
That I was born of Chfi^i^M i9ic^,- 
And not a Heathev^ oj; ^ Jew. 

What would the ancient Jewilb kings. 
And Jewiih prophets once have giicen. 
Could they haj^e heard thofe glorious things. 
Which Chrift reyp^T^ and iirought horn hsavctt f 

How glad the Heaihens would hav« been> 
That wor(hip'd idols) woofi and ftone^ 
If they the book of Gpd bad feen. 
Or Jefus and his giifpel known I 

Then if this gofpel I refufe, 
How (hall I e'er li^ up mine eyes f 
For all the Qeotiles and the Jews 
Agajnft me will in judgment rife. 



SONG vn. 
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5 O N G V; 

Praife forBixth and Education in a Chnftian Land, 

GRE A T God, to th^e my voice I raifc. 
To thee my youngeft hours belong j 
I would begin my life with praife. 
Till growing years improve the fong. 

'Tis to thy fovcreign grace I owe 
That I was born on Britifh ground } 
Where ftreams of heavenly mercy flow. 
And words of fweet falvation found. 

I would not change my native lUnd 
For rich Peru with all her gold t 
A nobler prize lies in my hand. 
Than Eaft or Weftern Indies hold. 

How do I pity thofe that dwell 
Where ignorance and darknefs reigns.! 
They know no heaven, fhey fear no hell, 
Thofe endlefs joys, thofe endlefs pains. 

Thy glorious promifes, O Lord, ' 
Kindle my hopes and my deiire 5 
While all the preachers of thy word 
Warn me to 'fcape eternal fire. 

Thy praife (hall ftill employ my breath, • 

Since thou haft marked my way to heaven { 
Nor will I run*the road to death. 
And wafte the blcffings tliou haft given. 



SONG 
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SONG vm. 

Praife to G o d for learning to Read. 

THE praifcs of my tongue 
I of&r to the Lord, 
That I was taught, and learnt fo young 
To read his holy word. 

That I am brought to know 

The danger I was in. 
By nature and by pra6lice too, 

A wretched flave to fin. 

That I am led to fee 

I can do nothing well 9 
And whither (hall a finner flee 

To fave himfclf from hell ? 

Dear Lord, this book of thine 

Tnforms me where to go. 
For grace to pardon all my (in. 

And make me holy too. 

Here I can read, and learn 

How Chrift, the Son of God, 
Has undertook our grtat concern $ 

Our ran(bm coil his blood. 



At 
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And now he reigns above. 

He fends his Spirit down 
To Ihew the wonders of his love. 

And make his gofpel known. 

O may that Spirit teach. 

And make my heart receive 
Thofe tniths which all thy feivants preach. 

And all thy faints believe. 

Then fhall 1 praife the Lord 

In a more chearful (brain. 
That I was taught to read his word« 

And have not learnt in vain. 

SONG IX. 

The All-feeing God. 

ALmighty God, thy piercing eye 
Strikes through the (hades of night. 
And our moft fecret a6lions lie 
All open to thy fight. 

There 's not a fin that we commit. 

Nor wicked word we fay, 
But in thy dreadful book 'tis writ, 

Againd the judgment-day. 

And muft the crimes that I have done 

Be read and publifhM there ? 
Be all expos'd before the fun. 

While men and angels hear ? 

2; Lord, 
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Lord, at thy foot aftiam'd I lie ; 

Upward I dare not look j 
Pardon my fins before I die, 

And blot them from thy book. 

Remember all the dying pains 

That ray Redeemer felt. 
And let his blood wafli out my ftains. 

And anfvver for my guilt. 

O may I now for ever fear 

T' indulge a linful thought. 
Since the great God can fee and hear. 

And writes down every fault. 



SONG X. 

Solem^i Thoughts of G D and Death. 

T^ HERE is a God that reigns above, 

^ Lord of the heavens, and earth, and feas : 
I fear his wrath, I afk his love. 
And with my lips I ling his praife. 

There is a law which he has writ. 
To teach us al4 that we rauft 6a : 
My foul, to his commands fubmit. 
For they are lijly, juft, and true. 

3 There 
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There is a gofpel of rich grace^ 
Whence Tinners all their comforts draw t 
Lord, I repent, and feek thy face 5 
•For I have often broke thy law. 

There is an hour when I muft die. 
Nor do I know how Toon 'twill come t 
A thoufand children young as I, 
Are caird by death to hear their doom^ 

Let me improve the hours I have. 
Before the day of grace is fled ; 
There ^s no repentance in the grave. 
Nor pardon's offered to the dead. 

Juft as a tree cut down, that fell 
To North or Southward, there is lies 5 
So man departs to heaven or hell, 
FixM in the ftate wherein he dies. 

.SONG XL 

Heaven and Hell. 

THERE is beyond the fky 
A heaven of joy and love ; 
And holy children when they die 
Go to that world aibove. 

There is a dreadful hell, 

And everlafting pains $ 
There finners muft with devils dwell 

In darknefs, fire, and chains. 

7. -- Can 
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Cm fuch a wretch as I 

Efcape this curfed end ? 
And may I hope whene'er I die 

I HmH to heaven afcend ? 

Then will I read and praj', 

While I have Jife and breath ; 
Left I ftiould be cut ofF to-day. 

And Tent to f eternal death. 

SONG XII. 
The Advantages of early Religioa. 

TT APPY's the child whofe youngeft years 

Receive inftru£tions well : 
Who hates the iinner^s path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 

When we devote our youth to God^ 

'Tis pleafing in his eyes ; 
A flower, when ofFcr'd in the bud, 

Is no vain iacrifice. 

'Tis eafier work if we begin — 

To fear the Lord betimes ; 
While finners that grow old in (In 

Are hardened in their crimes. 

'Twill fave us from a thoiifand fnares. 

To mind religion young 5 
Grace will preferve our following years^ 

And make our virtue (Irong. 
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To thee. Almighty God, to thee. 

Our childhood we refigw 5 
'Twill pleafe us to look back and fee 

That our whole lives were thine. 

Let the fweet work of prayer and praifc 

Employ my youngeft breath ; 
Thus I 'm prepared for longer days. 

Or fit for early death. 

SONG XIII. 
The Dangler of Delay. 

\liT HY fhould I fay, <« 'Tis jet too foon 
' ^^ "To feek for heaven, or think of death ?*' 
A flower may fade before 'tis noon, 
And I this day may lofe my breath. 

If this rebellious heart of mine 
Defpife the gracious calls of heaven, 
I may be hardened in my fin. 
And never have repentance given. 

What if the Lord grow wroth and fwear. 
While I rtfufe to read and pray, 
That he'll refufe to lend an ear 
# To all my groans another day ? 

What if his dreadful anger burn,- 
While I refufe his offered grace, 
And all his love to fury turn, 
And ftrike me dead upon the place ? 

Z 3 'Til 



34X WATTS'S POEMS. 

'Tis dangerous to provoke a God ! 
His power and vengeance none can tell ^ 
One ftroke of his Almighty rod 
Shall fend young tinners quick to hell* 

Then 'twill for ever be in vain 
To cry for pardon and for grace : 
To wifh I had my time again. 
Or hope to fee my Maker's face. 

SONG XIV. 
Examples of early Piety. 

I^TTH AT 'blefs'd examples do I find 

V V Writ in the word of truth. 
Of children that began to mind 

' Religion in their youth ! 

Jefus, who reigns above the flcy. 

And keeps the world in awe. 
Was once a child as young as I, 

And kept his Father's law. 

At twelve years old he talk'd with men, 

(The Jews all wondering ftand) 
Yet he obey'd his mother then, 

And came at her command. 

Children a fweet hofanna fung, 

And bleft their Saviour's name ; 
They gave him honour with their tongue. 

While fcribes and priefts blafpheme. 

Sami 
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Samuel the child was wean'd, and brought 

To wait upon the Lord j 
Young Timothy betimes was taught 

To know bis boly word. 

Then why Ihould I fo long delay 

What others learnt fo foon ? 
I would not pafs another day 

Without this work begun. 

SONG XV. 

AgainU Lying. 

^^'TIS a lovely thing for youth 
^^ To walk betimes in wifdom's way ; : 
To fear a lie, to fpeak the truth. 
That we may truft to all they fay. 

But liars we can never truft. 

Though they (hould fpeak the thing that 's true j . 

And he that does one fault at Hrft, 

And lies to hide it, makes it two. 

Have we not known, nor heard, nor read». 
How God abhors deceit and wrong ? 
How Ananias was ftruck dead, 
CatchM with a li« upon his tongue ? 

So did his wife Saphira die. 
When fhe came in, and grew fo bold i 
As to confirm that wicked lie 
TJiat juft before her hufband told» 

* Z 4.. Tiic. 
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The l^rd delights in them that fpeak 
The words ©f truth ; but every liar 
Muft have his portion in the lake 
That bums with brimftone and with fire. 

Then let me always watch my lips. 
Left I be ftruck to death and hell. 
Since God a book of reckoning keeps 
For every lie that children tell. 

SONG XVI. 
Againft Quarrelling and Fighting. 

T ET dogs delight to bark and bite, 
-*-' For God hath made them fo 5 
Let bears and lions growl and fight. 
For 'tis their nature too. 

But, children, you fhould never let 

Such angry paffions rife ; 
Your little hands were never made 

To tear each other's eyes. 

Let love through all your a6lions run. 

And all your words be mild j 
Live like the bleffed virgin*s fon. 

That fweet and lovely child* 

His foul was gentle as a lamb ; 

And as his ftature grew. 
He grew in favour both with man> 

And God his Father too. 



Now 
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Now Lord of All he reigns above, 

And from his heavenly throne 
He fees what children dwell in love, 

And marks them for his own. 

SONG XVIL 
Love between Brothers and Sifters* 

"\ T rHatever brawls diftiirb the ftreet, 
^ ^ There Ihould be peace at home j 
Where fifters dwell and brothers meet. 
Quarrels (hould never come. 

Birds in their little nefts agree ^ 

And ^tis a fhameful Tight, 
When children of one family 

Fall out, and chide, and fight. 

Hard names at firft, and threatening words. 

That are but noify breath. 
May grow to clubs and naked fwords. 

To murder and to death. 

The Devil tempts one mother's fan 

To rage againft another ; 
So wicked Cain was hurry'd on 

Till he had kiird his brother. 

The wife will make their anger cool. 

At leaft before *tis night 5 
But in the bofom of a fool 

It burns till morning-light. 

Pardqn> 
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Pardon, O Lord, our childiih. rage. 

Our little brawls remove j 
That, as we grow to riper age^, 

Ow hearts may all be love. 

SON G XVIIL 
Againft ScofRiig and calling Nani< 

J^UR tongues were made to bkfs the Loi 
^^ And not fpeak ill of men j 
When others give a railing word^ 
We muft not rail again- 

Grofs words and angry names requircx 

To be chaftis'd at fchool ; 
And he 's in danger of hell-fire,. 

That calls his brother fool. 

But lips that dare be fo profane, . 

To mock and jeer and fcoiF 
At holy things or holy men, 

The Lord (hall cut them off. 

When children in their wanton play 

Serv'd old Elilha fo 5 
And bid the prophet go his way, 

** Go up, thou bald-heady go." 

God quickly ftopp'd their wicked breathy 

And fent two raging bears. 
That tore them limb from limb to death, 
iWith blood and groans and tears* 
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Great God, how terrible art Thou 

To fmners e'er fo young ! 
Grant me thy grace, and teach mc how 

To tame and rule my toDgue, 

SONG XIX. 

Againft Swearing, and Carfing, and taking 
God's Name in vain. 

/I N GELS, that high in glory dwell, 
-^^ Adore thy name, Almighty God ! 
And devils tremble down in hell. 
Beneath the terrors of thy rod. 

And yet how wicked children dare 

Abufe thy dreadful glorious name ! 
And when they 're angry, how they fwear^ 

And curfe their fellows,. and blafpheme !< 

How will they ftand before thy face. 

Who treated thee with fuch difdain. 
While thou (halt doom them to the place 

Of everlafting fire and pain ? 

Then never fliall one cooling drop 

To quench their burning tongues be girtp } 

But I will praifb thee here, and hope 
Thus to employ my tongue in heaven* 
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My heart fliall be m pain to hear 
Wretches affront the Lord above j 

'*Tis that great God whofc power I fear j. 
That heavenly Father whom I love. 

If my companions grow profane, 

I Ml leave their friend diip, when I hear 

Young finners take thy name in vain. 
And learn to curfe, and learn to fwear. 

SONG XX. 

Againff Idlenefs and* Mifchief. 

• O W doth the little biify bee 
Improve each fhining hour. 
And gather honey all the day 
From every opening flower ? 



H' 



How fkilfuUy fhe builds her cell f 

How neat flie fpreads the wax I 
And labours hard to ftore it well 

With the fweet food /he makw. 

In works of labotu: or of (kill, 

I would be bufy too j 
For Satan finds fome mifchief flill 

For idle hands to do. 

In books, or work, or healthful play^ 

Let my firfl years be pafl. 
That I may give for every day 

Some good account at laft. 

7 S O N ( 
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SONG XXI. 
AgainU Evil Company. 

XT 7 H Y (hould I Join with thofc in play, 

^^ In whom V ve no delight j 
Who curfe and fwear, but never pray j 
Who call ill names and fight ? 

I hate to hear a wanton fang*. 

Their words offend mine ears 5 
I (houid not dare defile my tongue 

With language fuch as theirs. 

Away from fools I Ml turn mine eyes. 

Nor with the fcoffers go ; 
I would be walking with the wife, 

That wifer I may grow. 

From one rude boy that us M to mock. 

They learn the wicked jeft i 
One fickly fheep infers the flock. 

And poifons all the reft. 

My God, I hate to walk, or dwell 

With finful children here ; 
Then let me not be fent to hell. 

Where none but finners are. 

SONG 
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SONG XXIL 

Agaifift Pride in Cloaths. 

'TnCT HY fliould our garments, made to hide 
▼ ▼ Our parents (hame, provoke our pride ? 
The art of drefs did ne'er begin. 
Till Eve our mother 'learnt to fin. 

AVhen firft flie put her covering on. 
Her robe of innocence was gone ; 
And yet her children vainly boaft 
In the fad marks of g]oi7 loft. 

How proud we are ! how fond to fhew 
'Our cloaths, and call them rich and new! 
"When the poor fheep and filk-worm wore 
That very cloathing long before. 

The tulip and the butterfly 

Appear in gayer coats than I ; 

Let me be drcft fine as I will. 

Flies, worms, and flowers, exceed me ftill. 

Then will I fct my heart to find 
Inward adornings of the mind^ 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace, 
Thefe are the robes of richeft drefs. 

No more (hall worms with me compare^ 
This is the raiment angels wear ; 
The Son of God, when here below, 
fPut on this Weft apparel too. 
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It never fades, it ne'er grows old. 
Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mold : 
It takes no fpot, but ftill refines | 
The more 'tis worn, the more it fliines. 

In this on earth fliould I appear 5 
Then go to heaven and wear it there j 
God will approve it in his fight ; > 

'Tis his own work, and his delight. 

SONG xxin. 

Obedience to Parents. 

T E T children that would fear the Lord 
-■^ Hear what their teachers fay 5 
With reverence meet their parents word. 
And with delight obey. 

Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 

Are threatened by the Lord, 
To him that breaks his Father's law. 

Or mocks his Mother's word? 

What heavy guilt upon him lies '. 

How curfed is his name ! 
The ravens (hall pick out his eyes, 

And eagles eat the fame. 

"But thofe who worfliip God, and give 

Their parents honour due, 
•Here on this earth they long /hall live. 

And live hereafter too. 

SONG 



w 



35» WATTS'S POEMS, 

SONG XXIV, 
The Child's Complaint. 

^HY fliould I love my fport fo well. 
So conftant at my play. 
And lofe the thoughts of heaven and hell j 
And then forget to pray ? 

What do I read my Bible for. 

But, Lord, to learn thy will ; 
And fliall I daily know thet more. 

And lefs obey thee ftill ? 

How fenfelefs is my heart and wild ! 

How vain are all my thoughts ( 
Pity the weakntis of a child. 

And pardon all my faults ! 

Make me thy heavenly voice to hear. 

And let me love to pray 5 
Since God will lend a gracious ear 

To what a child can fay, 

SONG XXV. 

A Morning Soi^g. 

1i^ Y God, who makes the fun to know 
■^'^-^ His proper hour to rife. 
And, to give light to all below. 
Doth fend Vv\m round the flues* 
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When from the chambers o£ the Eaft 

His morning race begins, 
He never tires, nor ftops to reft 5 

But round the world he fhines^ 

So, like the fun, would I fulfil 

The bufinef* of the day : 
Begin my work, betimes, and dill 

March on my heavenly way. 

Give me, O Lord, thy early grace. 

Nor let my foul complain 
That the young morning of my days 

Has all been fpent in vain. 

SONG XXVI, 
An Evening Song. 

AND now another day is gone, 
I *11 fing my Maker's praife 5 
My comforts every hour make known 
His providence and grace. 

But how my childhood runs to wafte ! 

My fins, how great their fum ! 
Lord, give me pardon for the pad. 

And ftrength for days to come. 

I lay my body down to deep 5 

Let angels guard my head. 
And through the hours of darknefs keep 

Their watch around my bed. 

A a ^>^ 
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With chearful heart I clofc my eyes, 

Since thou wilt not remove $ 
And in the morning let me rife 

Kejoiciiig in thy lore. 

SONG XXim. 
For the Lord's-Pay MoitNiiiGk 

nr^HIS is the Hay when Chrift arofe 
'*' So early ft*om the dead 5 
Why ihould I keep my eyelids elos^d^ 
And Wafte my hours in htd ? 

This is the day when Jefus hroke 

The power of death and hell ; 
And (liall I &i\\ wear Satan's yoke^ 

And loVe my fins fo well ? 

To-day with pleafure chriftlans rneet^ 

To pray and hear the Word : 
And i would go with chearful ffiet 

To learn thy ^\\\, O Lord. 

1*11 leave my fporf, to read and pray^. 

And fo prepare for heaven : 
O may I love this bleflfed day 

The bcft of all the feven I 



S OMO 
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S X) N G XXVIII. 

For the Lord's-Day Evening. 

T ORD, how delightful 'tis to fee 
^^ A whole afTembly worfliip Thee ! 
At once they fing, at once they prty ; 
They hear of heaven, and learn the way. 

I have been there, and ftill would go : 
'Tis like a little heaven below « 
Not all my pleafure and my play 
Shall tempt me to forget this day. 

O write upon my memory. Lord, 
The texts and do^rines of thy word $ 
That I may break thy laws no more. 
But love thee better than before, 

^Vith thoughts of Chrift and things divine 
S^ill up this foolifli heart of mine^| 
That, hoping pardon tlirough hit blood, 
I -{nay lie down, and wslce with God* 



A a » Tic 
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The Ten Commandments, out of the Old 
Teflament, put into (bore Rhyme for Chil- 
dren. 

Exodus, Chap, xx, 

I. 'Tp HOU (halt have no more Gods but me. 
**- 2. Before no idol bow thy knee. 

3. Take not the name of God in vain. 

4. Nor dare the Sabbath-day profane. 

5. Give both thy parents honour due. 

6. Take heed that thou no murder do. 

7. Abftain fronvwords and deeds unclean. 

8. Nor fteal, though thou art poor and mean. 

9. Nor make a wilful He, nor love it. 

10. What is thy neighbour's dare not covet. 

The Sum of the Commandments, out of 

the New Tellament. 

Matthew xxii. 37. 



w 



ITH all thy foul love God above. 
And as thyfelf thy neighbour love. 

Our S A V 1 o u r's Golden Rulc» 
Matt. vii. 12, 



BE you to others kind and true, 
As you M have others be to you ^ 
And neither do nor fay to men. 
Whatever you >A0..1d not ag; fn. 

5 Duty 
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Duty to God and our Neighbour. 

T OVE God with all your f6ul and ftrength^ 
"^^ With all your heart and mind : 
And love your neighbour as yourfclf. 
Be faithful, juft» and kind. 

Deal with another, as you 'd have 

Another deal with you ; 
What you're unwilling to receive. 

Be fure you never do. 

Out of my Book of Hymns I have here added 
the Hofanna, and Glory to the Father, &c. 
to be fung at the End of any of thcfe Songs, 
according to the Diredlion of Parents or Go- 



Thc Hofanpa ; or Salvation afcribed to Chrift, 
L O N-G METRE. 

TT OS ANNA to ki^ig David's Son, 
*- -^ Who reigns on a fuperipr throne ; 
We blels the princ^of heavenly birtli^ 
Who brings falvation dowUxon earth. 

J-et every nation, every age. 
In this delightful work engage j 
Old men and babes in Sion fing 
The growing glories of her king. 

A a 3 COM- 
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COMMON METRE. 

H OS ANN A to the Prince of Grace > 
Sion, behold thy King:! 
Proclaim the Son of David's race^ 
And teach the babes to iing* 

JRofanna to th* eternal word. 

Who from the Father caroe $ 
Afcribe falvation to the Lord, 

With blciRngs on his name. 



SHORT METRE. 

TTOSANNA todieSoti 
*^ Of David and of God, 
Who brought the nevrs of pardon dowrn^ 
And bought ft with his blood. 

To Chrift, th' anointed Kings 

Be endlefs bleflings given ; 
Let the whole earth hts glory fmgf 

Who made our peace with heavem 



GirOitr 
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Glory to the Father and the Soxj Sec. 

LONG METRE. 

'npA God^he Fitheri God the Sop, 
-*- And God the Spirit, Three in One $ 
Be honour, praife and glory given. 
By all on earth, and all in heaven« 

COMMON METRE. 

1^ O W let the father and the Son, 
'*-^ And Spirit, be ador'd, 
Where there are works to make hini known. 
Or faints to lore the Lord. 

SHORT METRE. 

y^ IVE to the Father praife, 
^^ Give glory to the Son j 
And to the Spirit of his grace j 
Be equal honour done. 



.84 A SLIGHT 
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A SLIGHT 

S P E CI M EN 

OF 

MORAL SONGS, 

Such as I wi(h fome happy and condefceix&ig 
genius would undertake for the ufe of children, 
and 4)erform much better. 

'T* H E fenfe and fubjefts might be borrowed plenti- 
•*' fully from the Prorerbs of Solomon, from all the 
common appearances of nature, from all the occurrences 
of civil life, both in city' and country (which woiiJ) 
alfo afford matter for other divine ibngs). Here the 
language and roeafures iHould be eaiy, and flowing 
with chearfulnefs, with or without the folemnities 'of 
religion, or the facred names of God and holy things; 
that children might find delight and profit together. 

This would be one effeflual way to deliver them 
from thofe idle, wanton, or profane fongs, which give fo 
early an ill taint to the fancy and memory^s and be- 
come the feeds of future vices. 

L The 
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I. The SLUGGARD. 
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5np IS the voice of the fluggard j I heard him com- 

<* You havewak'i me too foon, I muft (lumber again.'* 
As the ddor on its hinges, fo he on his bed, 
Turns his fides and his (houlders and his heavy head. 

*' A little more flecp, and a little more (lumber 5'* 
Thus he wailes \is\f his days, and his hours without 

number ^ . 

AncWhen he gets up, he fits fohting his hands. 
Or walks about faunteiing, or tiifling he (lands. . 

I pafs'd by his garden, and faw the wild brier, 
The thorn and' tbe tHiftle grow broadior and higher ; 
The cloaths that hang on him. aiiemhning to rags: 

And his money. (liil waftes till he ftarves or he begs. 

• _ • , / 

I made him a viGt, ftill hoping tp £nd . ^ 

He had took better care for improving his mmd : . 
Hfe told me his dreams, talkM of eating and drinking j 
But he fcarce reads his bible and never Joves thinkings 

Said I then to my heart, " Here 's a le(r«n for me i" 
That man's but a piAure of what I might be : ' 

But thanks to my friends for their bare in my breeding. 
Who taught mi betimes to love working and reading* 

II. I N N 0. 
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IL IN Np CENT PLAY. 

A BROAD in the meadows tp fee the young Umbf 
•^^ Run i]porting about by the fide of their dams. 

With ^Mces fo cl^an and fo, white $ 
Or a neft of young dovts in a large open Cjage» 
When they play all in Jove, without anger or ragCj 

How much may we learn from the iigfat ! 

If we had been ducks, we migtit dabble in mud j 
Or dogs, we might play till it ended in bl6od $ * 

So foul and fo fiercie are their natures : • 

But Thomas and William, and fuch pretty name^ 
Should be cleanly Midharmleft as doves, or a^ lamb^i 

Thofe loye)y fwec;t innocent creatures. 

Not a thing that ^te do» nor a ^rirord that ^e fay^ 
Should hinder aActfaer in jefting or pby f ' 

, For h«*SLili|| in jbameft^tfatt -* htitf : 
How rude are the boys that thn>w pebbles and nutt ! 
There's none but a madman will fling about fire, 
Aiid tell you, « ^i« all but in fport." 

IlL The ft O S E. 

XJ OW fair is the fofc I what a l>e3«tiftti flower ( 
■^^ The glory of April aod May i 
But the leaves »re beginning to fade in an liour. 
And they wither and die in a day# 

Yet 
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Yet fife tiofe has one powerful virtue to ho9&. 

Above all the flower$ of the field ; 
When its leaves are a]l dead, and fins colcoMrs are lotkii 

Still how fwtet a perfiune it will yield ! 

So frail is the youth and the beauty of-ipep, . 

Though they bloom and look gay like tbf ^ofe s 
But all our fond care to preferve thefq is vain j 

Time kills them # fail as he goes. 

Then I Ml hot be pro.ud of my youth or roy b^yty. 

Since both of them wither and fade s 
But gain a good name by well-doing my duty j 

Tbis will fcenty like a Rofe» when I *m dead. 

IV* The THIEF. 

\TT H Y ihould I deprive my neighbour 
^ ^ Of his goods againft his will ? 
Hands were made for honeft labour^) 
Not to plunder or to iteaU 

•Tis a foolWh felf -deceiving 

By fuch tricks to hope for gain : 
All that 's ever got by tliieving 

Turns M forrow, Ihame, and paiQ# 

Have not Eve and Adam taught us 

Their fad profit to compute ? 
To what difmal Aate they brought usr 

When they ftols forbidden fruit ?. 

5' Oft 
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Oft we fee a young beginner 

Pra^llfe little pilfering ways. 
Till grown up a hardened (inner ; 

Then the gallows ends his days. 

Theft wiir not be always hidden. 
Though we fancy none can fpy : 

When we take a thing forbidden. 
God beholds it with his eye. " 

Guard my heart, O God of heaven. 

Left I covet what 's not mine : 
Left I fteal what is not given. 

Guard my heart and hands from fin. " 



T 



V. The A N T or E M M E T. 

HESE Emmets how litRe they are in our eyes I 
We tread them to duft, and a troop of them dies 

Without our regard or concern : 
Yet, as wife as we are, if we went to their fchool, 
There 's many a (luggard, and many a fuol. 

Some leflbns of vyifdom might learn. 

They don't wear their time out in deeping or play^ 
But gather up corn in a fun-fhiny day, 

And for winter they lay up their Aores : 
They manage their work in fuch regular forms. 
One would think they forelaw all tht frofts and 
ftorms, 

And fo brought their food within doors* 
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Bot I have Icfs fenfe than a poor creeping Ant, 
If I take not due care for the things I fliall want> 

Nor provide againft dangers in tiu^e. 
When death or old age ftiall ftarc in my face. 
What a wretch (hall I be in the end of my days, 

If I trifle away all their prime I 

Now, now, while my drength and my youth are iir 

bloom, 
Let me think what will ferve me when ficknefs fhail come. 

And pray that my fins be forgiven i 
Let me read in good books, and believe, and obey. 
That when death turns me out of this cottage of clay^ 

I may dwell in a palace in heaven. 

VI. Good Refolations. 

np HO UG H I am now in younger days, 

^ Nor can I tell what (hall befal me, 
I '11 prepare for every place 

Where my growing age (hall call me. 

Should I be rich or great, 

Others (hall partake my goodnefs j 
I'll C^pply the poor with meat, 

Never (hewing fcorn or rudenefs. 

Where I fee the blind or lame. 

Deaf or dumb, I *11 kindly treat thetn j 

I defcrvc to feel the fame 

If I mock, or hurt, or cheat them. 

If 
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If I meet whh railing tongtt€«9 

Why ibould I return them railings 
Since I beft reycngc my wrongs 

By my {tttience never failing ? 

When I hear them telling liet^ 

Talking foolifr, curbing, fwearingi 
Firft I '11 try to ittake them wife. 

Or I *11 foon go out of hearing. 

What though I be low and mean> 

I 'U engage the rich to love me» 
While I *ro modeft, neat and clean^ 

And fubmit when they reprove me. 

If I fhould be poor and fick, 

I (hall meet, I hope, with pity> 
Since I love to help the weak. 

Though they 're neither fair nor witty. 

I '11 not willingly offend. 

Nor be eaiiiy offended ; 
What's amifs I *11 ftrive to mend^ 

And endure what Can't be mended* 

May I be fo watchful ilill 

0*er my humours and my paiHon, 
As to fpeak and do no ill. 

Though it fliould b^ all the fafliion 1 

Wickci 
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'icked fafhiotis lead to hell $ 
Ne*er may I be found complying s 
It in life behave fo well, 
Mot to be afraid of dying. 
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A SUMMER EVENING. 

OW fine has the day been, how Wight was the fun> 
How lovely and joyful the courfe that he run, 
lugh he rofe in a mift when his race he begmi» 
.nd there foIiowM fome droppings of rain I 
now the fair trayeller 's come to the Weft, 
rays are all gold, and his beauties are bed j 
taints the iky gay as he finks to hfs reft, 
nd foretels a bright rifmg again. 

fuch is the cbriftiaU : His courfe he begins, 
the fun in a mift, while he mourns for his fins> 
melts into tears : Then he breaks Out and ihine^^ 
nd travels his heavenly Way ; 
when he comes nearer to finifh his race^ 
a fine fetting fun he looks richer in grace, 
gives a fure hope at thje end of bis days 
• rifing in brighter arrayv 



oOlB^ 
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Some Copies of the following Hymn hanng got 
abroad already into feveral Hands^ the Author 
has been perfuaded to permit it to appear in 
Public, at the End of thefe Songs for Chil- 
dren* 

A CRADLE H Y M N. 

HUSH ! my dear, lie ftill and flumber. 
Holy angels guai-d thy bed ! 
Heavenly bleffing* without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 

Sleep, my babe ; thy food and raiment, 
Houfe and home thy friends provide j 

All without thy care or payment. 
All thy wants arc well fupply'd. 

How much better thou *rt attended 

Than the Son of God could be. 
When from heaven he defcended, 

And became a child like thee ? 

Soft and eafy is thy cradle : 

Coarfe and hard thy Saviour lay > 
When his birth-place was a ftable. 

And his fofteft bed was hay, 

Bleflfed babe I what glorious features, 

Spotlefs fair, divinely bright ! 
Muft he dwell with brutal creatures I 
- How could angels bear the fight ? 

Was 
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Wns there nothing but a- manger 

Curfed finners could afford, 
To receive the heavenly ftranger? 

Did they thus affront thfeir Lord ? 

Soft nny child j I did not chide thee, 
Though my fong might found too hard j 
r ♦Mother 1 
"Tis thy ) i fits befide thee> 

i Nurfe that 3 
And her arms fhall be thy guard. 

Yet to read the fhamcful flory. 

How the Jews abus'd their Kmg, 
How they ferv'd the Lord of glory. 

Makes me angry while I fing. 

See the kinder fhepherds round him. 

Telling wonders from the fky ! 
Where they fought hiro, there they found hlm> 

With his Virgin Mother by. 

See the lovely babe a-drefling 5 

Lovely infant, how he fmil'd t 
When he wept, the Mother's blefling 

SoothM and hufli'd the holy child. 
Lo, he flumbers in his manger. 

Where the horned oxen fed 5 
peace, ray darling, Ivere 's no danger. 

Here *s no ox a-near thy bed. 

♦ Here you may ufe the words. Brother, Siiler, 
Ntighhour, Friend, &c. 

B b Twa» 
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*Twa8 to fave thee, child, from dying. 
Save my dear from burning flame. 

Bitter groans and endlefs crying. 
That thy bleft Redeemer came. 

May*ft thou lire to know and fear him, 
Truft and love him all thy days 5 

Then go dwell for ever near him. 
See his face, and fmg his praife ! 

I could give thee thoufand kifles. 

Hoping what I moft defire ; 
Not a Mother's fondcft wifhes 

Can to greater joys afpire. 



c o 
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